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INTRODUCTION 


Byron's life and work is like a book which seems at first 
sight to be dominated by its highly coloured plates. First there 
is the standard portrait - a magnificently turbaried profile 
posed against a stormy sky - Byron dressed up as a Byronic 
Hero. Then comes a picture of Newstead Abbey, a suitably 
'Gothic' retreat for Byron and his friends, sitting up late in 
'friars* dresses, drinking burgundy, claret, champagne, and 
what not out of the skull<up\ Byron is seen at Cambridge, 
sharing h^s roRege rooms witli a bear : and on his entry into 
socieiy - the pale hmmejatale of the drawing-rooms; 'mad, 
bad, and dangerous to know*. Women come into the picture: 
Annabella Milbanke, wliom he so unaccountably and un- 
fortunately marriM; Caroline Lamb, who made a public scan- 
dal of her love for him; Augusta Leigh, his half-sister, with 
whom he was more in love than with any other woman, and 
one of whose many children he considered to be his. 

Byron is next seen leaving England on account of the 
moral indignation aroused by his pri\ate hfe. The scene 
shifts to the Mediterranean. The colours become brighter: 
Byron swimming the Hellespont; Byron Irave^lling through 
Italy with the Countess Guic( ioli, and a caravan oi monkeys, 
dogs, and peacocks ; finally, Byron dead in the cause of Greek 
liberation. 'My (jod,' wrote Jane Widsh to Thomas Carlyle, 
'if they had said tliat the sun or tlit moon was gone out of 
the heavens, it could not have struck me with the idea of a 
more awful and dreary blank in tire (reation than the words, 
"Byron is dead!"' 

TTiat was how Byron appeared to the majority of his con- 
temporaries: as a luminary, a dynamic force. His works were 
translated into all the languages of Europe, the literary scene 
was thronged with 'Byronic* young poets, and the progeny 
of his Heroes multiplied yearly. 

Today the flamboyant aspects of his personality have not 
only ceased to dazzle, they even tend to detract from our 
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appreciation of Byron’s work, seeming to be simply tlie suc- 
cessful poses of a man playing to the gallery of his own day 
They do not, however, represent the w^hole of Byron. He 
had many other facets. He was an aristocrat who rebelled 
against social injustice; a man who not only spoke about 
liberty but worked for it; an affectionate and loyal friend; an 
immensely gay corres])ondcnt; a trenchant satirist. 

Byron was born in 1788. His early cliildliood w'as spent in 
Scotland in an atmosphere of disorder and poverty, dominated 
by an hysterical mother and a di.>solutc nurse. These years left 
their legacy of nervous insecurity, only partly concealed by 
the aristocratic facade provided by his title and Ins handsom*' 
patrician features. In 1800 he went to Harrow and in 1805 to 
Trinity College, Cambridge. Unlike Milton and Wordsworth, 
Byron did not regard his studies at Cambridge as part of the 
discipline essential to becoming a great poet. He did not draft 
out plans for ;my new English epic or recoixi the ])rogres‘> of 
a poet's mind. He made friends, went to parties, and swam at 
Grantchester: 

We have several parties here, and this evening a large assort- 
ment of jockeys, gamblers, boxers, authors, parsons, and poets, 
sup with me, - a precious mixture hut they go on well together; 
and for me, I am a spice of everything . . . 

But he goes on to say that he has 380 lines of a satire v\ritU‘n 
and that his published verses have just been 'praised to the 
skies' in one review and 'abused greatly' in another. 

In 1807, when this letter was written, Byron bad brought 
out two volumes of poetry; Ilovrs of Idleness and Poems on 
Various Occasions, The interest of these early poems is largely 
biographical. Though they showed that Byron wrote verse 
with great facility, tlicy did not seem to hold out much promise 
for the future. Yet the very next year he wrote a lyric, ' When 
we two parted in silence and tears' (p. 32), which had all the 
qualities of his best work in this kind. It is quite simple both 
in thought and expression - there are no conceits, no soaring 
flights of fancy - but beneath the quiet rhythm tlicrc is a 
strong current of feeling. 
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The satire also mentioned above was English Bards and 
Scotch Rexnewers. It was Byron's first long poem. Byron was 
a great admirer both of'Dryden and of Pope, and saw himself 
as their successor, the satirist of the Englisli literary scene. 
The poetasters of Grub Street were replaced as the butts of 
satire by the 'troubadours' of the I^ake District, Words- 
worth, Coleridge, and Southey. Byron's attack has vitality 
and punch, though it has nothing of the polish and subtlety 
of Pope's mature work. Today the part of the work which 
deals with the Sc'otch reviewers is of limited interest, as the 
subjects of the satire are little read, but what Byron writes of 
W’ordswr'* d' nnd Coleridge (p. 58 ) provides a refreshing anti- 
dote CO a too solei^ n regard for these poets. Byron was not, 
however, a discriminatiiig judge of literature; his pronounce- 
ments on it are often no more than sweeping generalizations of 
little value, and t.'d,c‘?i as a whole his criticism of Wordsworth, 
Coleridge, and Keats w'as singularly lacking in perception. 

In 1812 Byron, now^ living in London, puldished the first 
two cantos of Childe Harold's Pilgrimage. His name was 
made; he awoke to find his book on every table and ‘to be 
made the greatest fuss of'. A contemporary commented: 
'Language can hardly exaggerate the folly that prevailed in 
1812, when waltzing and Lord P>)n'on came into fashion.' His 
readers identilied him with his hero and watched for like 
symptoms of melaiulioly. 

Yet oft-times in his maddest mirthful mood 
Strange jrings would Hash along Childe Harold’s brow. 

As if the memory of some deadly feud 
Or disappointed passion lurked below , 

though he protested that such identification was not intended. 
'Instruct Mr Murray not to allow his shopman to call the 
w ork Child of Harrow's Pilgrimage II!! as he has done to 
some of my astonished friends, who w rote to inquire after 
my sanity on the occasion, as well they might.' 

Childe Harold was the first of the long line of Byronic 
Heroes. Byron's heroes met the requirements of a public 
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brought up on the novels of the ‘all-horrid' pens of Mrs 
Radcliffe and her followers. They dominate his poems. The 
other characters are of importoice only in so far as they 
affect them. The settings are carefully chosen to intensify 
the impression they will make. Byron standardized his heroes 
to such an extent that they lack individuality; and the unity 
of their conception is so complete that it is enough for one 
characteristic trait to be mentioned for the whole man to Come 
immediately to mind. By making their monologues resemble 
his expressions of personal feeling in his lyric poetry, Byron 
was responsible for tlie fact that his readers always thought 
they saw him masquerading in his heroes' cloahs. 

The settings of Byron's poems wtTe entirely suited to the 
taste of the age. His dCwSCTiptive writing is at its best in the 
fourth canto of Childe Harold, in which he writes of Italy, for in a 
few words he could make his page alight with its atmosphere: 
Venice, 'a fairy city of the lieart, rising like water-columns 
from the sea'; Ferrara with its ‘wide and grass-grown 
streets'; and the Capitol under ‘the deep blue sky of Rome'. 

The third and fourth cantos of Childe Harold were written 
when Byron was already in exile from England. The four years 
which separated them from the first twocantos had been marked 
by his complicated lo\'e-a flairs and his unhappy marriage. 
His feelings had found expression in the angry lines he WTOte 
to Caroline Lamb (‘Uemember thee! Remember thee!’ -- 
p. 44) and in a series of very emotional poems to his sister. 

Byron's poetic activity during these years, however, was 
not confined to pieces occasioned by his personal life. He had 
embarked in 181. ‘5 on the series of Tales which acted like 
heady wdne on his public. Of this group of poems ‘The Giaour' 
and ‘Mazeppa' are fully representative. All the characteristic 
ingredients of the genre are present. The Cyiaour’s face bears 
the necessary imprint of j)ast grief: 

Dark and unearthly is the scowl 
That glares beneath his dusky cowl. 

The flash of that dilating eye 
Reveals too much of times gone by . . . 
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\\hile the ruined cloister he sweeps through and the distant 
sounds of chanting bring suitable Cilothic associations. Both 
poems are written in the first person, which brings the reader 
into the closest possible touch with the heroes. In both the 
action is very dramatic. 

Byron's Tales tend to embarrass those who admire his work 
today. One feels one has to apologize for them, rather in the 
same w^ay as some of Shahespeare's (omic scenes are excused 
as having been written to please tlie groundlings. In fact, in 
cii'der to estimate tliem ligiitly, it is best to compare them to 
th(‘ tlirillers or light novels of today. 

In lHl/> Bvron had published another collection of lyrics, 
the IJehuw Mehtirs. 'Hie ease with which he wrote was not 
ahvays to his advantage Like Slielley, he tended to flow on - 
there seemed no reason to stop - so that far too often excellent 
lines were lost in llr* stream of mediocrity. But these short 
pieces gain by it. 1 here is no straining after cfiect. The w'ords 
innvc with ease to tlie measure. 

In 1815 Byron also published his Ock to Napoleon Buona- 
parte History had presented him with a Hero ready made. 
There was in this a curious anomaly. Politically Byron could 
not hut hate the t}ranny of Napol(*on’s rule. All his life he 
spoke, wrote, and worked on behalf of the politically op- 
pressed. His maiden s{>ecch in the House of Ix^rds had been 
in supiH)rt of the claims of Nottingham frameworkers ; he 
celebrated Bonnivard's martyrdom with a rhetorical trum]')et- 
blast (p. 65); he worked with the Lirhonari in Italy and in 
the cause of Greek independence The direction of his political 
endeavours remained constant. But when he writes of Napo- 
leon, one feels beneath the condemnation of the 'Paged with 
the feet of clay', this 'Dark Spirit', the contrary pull of 
admiration. 

And Monarchs bowed the trembling limb, 

And thanked him for a throne ! 

This attitude to Napoleon, compounded as it was of contrary 
emotions, became one of the characteristic features of the 
Byronic movement in Ivuropc. 
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111 1816 Byron had settled in Italy and vvat» enjoying it The 
emotional tempeiatuie of his lettcis, which had run \ery high 
at the time of leaving England, had di opjicd i Ik v ''ci c now 
full of amusing gossij), ht by the taini\ al lanterns ol an cndlc ss 
succession of masked balls, \isits to the ojuia, and eoinei- 
saziones And always thejr wcie spiecd bj/ a light, mocking 
irony - Byron laughing at liiinsc If it the figiii be \>as 
cutting* 

I am going out this e\ tiling in in} ihuil and Crirndohi there aic 
two nice Mis Bacleliflc woids loi ^ ou 

B}ie)n eaptuied tli<^ fiotli and fii\olit\ of tin. almosplieie in 
Beppo, which was aeuitain laisn to Ins gic itcst ]a)cin, Don 
Juan 

At this time Bjion also tiled his liuiid at ]X)» tu diauia Ills 
pla 3 S weic wiitten to lx uad not aeUd 11ns is a li\biid 
foim ol litciatuie whuli, with a few notable exceptions, Ins 
alwajs proNcd unsatisf u toi} llic \en lict that the ])la\s 
weic not intended loi the stage led Inin to n< glut tlie csv^cn- 
tial conditions of gooci di un«i tlie intciplj\ of conti istcd 
eliaracters and the (oni] i lling foiwaid ino\f ininl of the plot 
Hie Russi in poet Puslil m put bis lingi i on Ibion s hnnla- 
tions as a di amalist 

B\ron created onl\ one dinaete, [Jus owiij and in 1 is (ratrrd is 
he handed out tlie diffcicnt li uts and pec iiliai ities of lliatehai u 
ter to his dramalis ptisonat, gi\ing to one Ins pi ide , to anotlu i 
ins liatied, to a thud Ins inclanc Ik)1\ , ind so on In tins wa\, fioin 
one powerful, sonilae, and enLigclic ])(isoiij]it> lie cicaled 
vexeral insignificant ones 

Ha/litt went fill the 1 ‘foul B\ i on’s ti age die s liav c neitlie i 
action, chaiaetei, noi intenst, Init aic a soit of tia- 

gedies, spun out and glittciing, and spicading a flimsy \eil 
o\cr the face of natuie Yet he s]nns tlicm on ' 

In 1818 Shedley m sited IP ton in Vemce He has left an 
impiession of one* eif their iieles logellier m his peicm Julian 
and Maddalo, in whi( h with the gentlest non} he diew Byrein 
striking an attitude 
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I'he sense that lie was greater than his kind 
Had strurk, nietliiiiKs, Jiis eagle spirit blind 
By gazing on its own exceeding light. 

Shelley and Byron understood each other 'vvell, and their 
friendshij) w'as firmly grounded in mutual affection. There 
was much to draw them together. I'liey were both in exile 
from England. 'Ehey had eeitain iiolitieal ideals in common, 
though Byron’s attitude to politics was far inoie practical 
and realistic* than Shelley’s. Alscj, unlike, for example, that of 
the Lake Poets and Keais, th(‘ focus of tlieir intc-rests was 
not primarily literary. '1 hey were botli at the same time 
aristoerr’ . . ..d rc'bels against c onxe-ntion. iBron wrot(‘ to 
Jolin Mill ray alii i ^hclic*\'' deatli: 

Ala.s! pool Sheik'} ’ Iica Ik would have Luiehecl Ilk! lie li\ed, and 
how we used to laur,h now ind dkii, at \aiious things, which are 
glare in the Suh’i: bs 

Yon are mistaken al'oui Mu Ikw. ^ oti do noi know how mild, 
Ikjw tohiant, how uoinl he 'Stis m So< iet\ , and as jicrtcct a 
(Tcritlcinan .is e\ei iiossed oi .oMUg-ioom 

Ml his c'galitari.in principks did not ])ri.\ent Byron from 
dc-spising Keats’ niiddle-c lass miluu H* f.iiled to gras]) the 
full measure of Keats’ (luahty He allowed himsdt to be side- 
tracked by secondary consideration^ ior instincc*, Ins anger 
at Keat.>' abuse' ol Pc^jic' aiul was oni} IvH} i eacly finally to 
dismiss him as Irivuii; bren %nulk*d out l^y an article'. 
Shelk'y’s dc'atli, on the otliei liaiKf hit IK ion \ery hard. 
‘^He] was witliout excc'jilion, the /vs/ and le.ist selfish man 1 
ever knew', he wrote to Miui'a}. He watched as Slielle3’s 
body was burnt on tlie beach till ln' was unalde to stand any 
more and swam far out to sc-a 

Shelley died in the }evir in which B}ioii published 

The Tisto?i of Jiulgmcnt. In this poem Byton is at his most 
witty and lighthearted. It is a well-sustaiiu'd ])olitical jest in 
a lightly blasjihemous franiewKirk, s]>aikling in the manner 
of a mock-lu'roie. It deals with the arri\al of CK'orge HI at 
the gates of hca\'en, wlicre 
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The angels all were singing out of tune, 

And hoarse with having little else to do, 
Excepting to wind up the sun and moon, 

Or cTiil) a runaway young stai oi two 

It soon becomes clear that the inmates of Hea\en aie, it any- 
thing, even more ridiculous than George III, so tha^ there is 
nothing incongruous in his seeking admission. Satan, how- 
ever, appears, claiming him as his subject, and a lengthy 
debate is embarked on. This is interrupted by the arrival of 
Southey, who drives everyone to distraction by his monstrous 
speech. Meanwhile George III has slipped in iinpen eived, and 
is left, well installed, 'practising the hundredth psalm'. When 
he wrote The Vision of Judgment H 3 n’on was alrc'ad} well 
away with Don Ju in 

All Ryron’s best c|ualiti(‘s are contained in Don Juan: his 
magnificent, ironic detachment, his liuiiiour, Ins iconoclasm, 
his vitality, and his 7c‘st for life. When he wTites of love he 
makes one aware of its jdi^^sk'al immediacy, and there are few 
poets, apart from Chaucer and Donne, wdio can convey this 
sense so forcibly. When he writes of society it is clear that 
though he had joined in the dance himself, he remained suflS- 
ciently detached from llie whirling throng to observe its petty 
preoccupations, its self-delusions, its peccadilloc‘s. Tlie balloon 
of pretension is pufied up and then, very neatly, pricked. For 
this Byron was well served h}^ his mastery of bathos, which 
in his hands, as in Pope's, became a most effective instrument 
of satire. The book takes in the whole of hLuropean societ 5 ^ 
Byron leads his picares(|ue hero through a series of adven- 
tures, ranging from Spain to Turkey and from Russia to 
England, The scene shifts from a desert island to a harem, 
from a battlefield to the court of Catherine the Great, and 
Don Juan, the most adaptable and resilient hero in English 
literature, takes whatever comes his way cheerfully in his 
stride. In 1819 Byron liad written to a friend: 

As to Don Juan, confess, confess - you dog and be candid - that 
it is the sublime of that there sort of writing - it may be bawdy 
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but is it not good English? It may be profligate but is it not life, 
is it not the Could an^ man have written it who has not 

lived in the world? 

I'he final cantos of Don Juan were published in 1821*; in 
the same year Byron died of fever at Missolonghi; and the 
European literary scene lost one of its giants. 

Many years later Mattliew Arnold wrote: 

Wluii Boron’s eyes were shut in death, 
bov\ \i our head and held our breath. 

He taught us little: but our soul 
felt him like the thunder’s roll. 

In tiiese lines there is an acknowledgement of greatness, but 
there is a reservation - ‘lie bnight us little'. That is typical 
of the English attitude to Byron. Tliere has always been 
reluctance for one reason or another to allow' him a place on 
the highest levels of poetic fame. This is not because much of 
what he wrote is .second-rate, tor that is ecjually true of 
Wordsworth and Coleridge. N(n' is it because* even in his 
best W'orks tliere is much that is slaji-dash and unfini.shed (for 
Byron hated working over his poetry), for tliere is a great deal 
of equally loose writing in Shelle} s work. It appears that 
the reason lies not in what Byron wrote but in what he failed 
to write. He never looked beyond this world. He never 
aspired to the heights of metajdiysies or mysticism. His 
poetry was devoid of spirituality, d'bis was liis fatal flaw, and 
it was one which he shared with Pope a circumstance 
from which he would have derived much comfort. 

In Europe liis reputation was ininu asurahly higher. He 
was judged among English poets to be second only to 
Shakespeare. Phe reasons for this are clear. He stood for 
all the aspirations of the ICuropean Romantic’ movement, both 
as a man cUid as a poet. 1 Ic was cast in a large mould and sur- 
veyed the scx'ial scene with an ironical detachment com- 
parable to tJiat of Voltaire. The subject-matter of hi.s poetry 
was of universal interest and application ; :ind, as his language 
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was almost devoid of imagery, his poetry lost comj)aratively 
little in translation. 

After his death, Pushkin, sjKMking of some of his lost 
memoirs, remarked tliat he was glad they were lost. He felt 
that w'hereas in his poems Byron had revealed himself un- 
consciously, carried aw^ay by poctK' enthusiasm, in cold- 
blooded prose he would have lied and posed and ranted 
against his enemies. That is true of Byron’s best poetry: in 
it he dispensed with lies and pose :uid i\mt. TTeie at last,’ 
wrote John Ruskin, and his words can serve as a linal spur to 
reading Byron, 'I had found a man who spoke only of what 
he had seen and known; and spoke without exaggeration, 
without mystery, without enmity, and without meu y. "'rhat 
is so; - make what you will of it^ 


The present selection has been made on the principle thut, 
wherever possible, it is better to give fewer but longer 
extracts from poems themselves of considerable length, and 
thus to present a dealer impression of Byion’s work than 
could be given by a sei les of snippets, which would often 
break oil just as the} had b(‘gun to capture tlie reader’s 
interest. 

‘On a Di'-tant View ot Harrow ’ is taken from Hour s' of 
?iess (1807); ‘Slie walks in beauty’, ‘Oh! snatched away in 
beauty’s bloom’, ‘'Hie Vision of Bdsbaz/ar’, and 'The De- 
struction of Sennacherib’, from Hebreiv Melodies (1815;; 
‘Fare thee well’ and ‘Stanzas to Augusta’ from Domestic 
Pieces ( 1 S16 ) ; the remainder of the shorter poems, except for 
the Sonnet on Chillon, from Occasional Pieces ( 1807-^4). 

The text followed has been in general that of Eniest 
Hartley Coleridge’s edition in seven \oluines (London, 18,98- 
1904). The editor is grateful to Miss J. M. Morrell and Miss 
Tatiana Wolff for their help ^aid advice in making his selec- 
tion, particularly in the dillicult task of ( boosing the most 
representathe passages from Childe Harold and Don Juan. 
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CllUONOLOGV OF 
BORON’S I.IFE AND WORKS 

17HS Horn, London, i’J .Kinuai\. 

17.9S Succeeded to the family titir, jnd is made uard n 
C hanc'ery. 

1S(>0 Sent to Hairow Sdiool 

IHOJ Fioposed inai i lagc to Mar\ C hawoitli. who njet ted 
him. 

JSOo Went to d nnit^ C'olle^c, C'anibiidgr 

1S07 Pi ‘'issu'd his iiuemlia, ‘Honrs ol Idh'U'ss’, wIulL 
was mauled in th(‘ EcIifihujoJ* Rn'it'u 

jSoS Lived at Iiis family s(‘at, Ntwvsnsni Abbey, il\ 
p s e ii d u -d i s s i pa t i on . 

lSOf» 'look hi'- s(\ in the House of Lords 

"Kn^lish Hards and S(otd) R('\ iew'ers iiis reply to 
the attack from the Ed/nlnapli /?mVre. 

L(‘ft England with John Jlobhouse foj an extended 
tour tliroiigh Iuuojm', visiting Portugah Spain, and 
( Jreece. 

1810 In (jreeeo .ind tlie Near Fast, wheie lie visited the 
.Mte of Troy, C’onstantinojile, and swam the Hclles- 
])ont in emulation of Leaiuk'r. 

ISJJ l-tesidente in Lotidon. 

IvSlJ 'C’hdck' Harold', ('ant^>s I and 11 

181.^5 *'rhe Giaour’; "1 he Ihidc* ot \n\dos’; ' The Cor- 
sair’. 

Lady Caroline Lamli’s inratuation for him at its 
height. 

1814 Proposed a second time to Miss Milhanke, and wa^ 
accepted . 

'Ode to Napoleon Buonaparte’; ‘ Lara h 

1815 January, niarriod NFiss Milhanke. In December, 
birth of his daughter, Augusta \da 
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CHRONOLOGY OT BYRON's IIIE AND WORKS 

'Hebrew Melodies* (whicli includes 'The Vision of 
Belshazzar', 'The Destruction of Sennacheiib*, 'bhe 
v^alks in beauty*) 

1816 Lady Byron separated fioin him in January 

He left England foi good in April, tra\elling in 
Switzerland with the Shtlk\s, thence to V'^nice 
'Childe HarolcT, Canto III, ‘ Ihe Prisoner of Chd- 
lon* 

1817 Birth of his diughtcr Allegia, cliild of C lairt Claii- 
mont, Mary Sheik} s stcp-sister 

'Ihe Lament of Tasso , 'Maniicd' 

1818 'Chikk Harold’, Canto IV, Beppo Beg^m 'Don 
Juan 

1819 Met TcHSi, Countess Cruicdoli, with whom he 
lived foi a time m Venue 

'Ma/eppa*, 'Don Juan', C ml )s { and II, published 
anonymously 

1820 Living in Ravenna with Counltss Ciuiccioli 
" 'The Pioplicc}?^ of Dante' 

1821 'Don Juan', C mtos III, IV V puhlislicd, still anony- 
mously, 'Marino I alicro , '( am , 'Sardanapalus' , 
'The 1 wo r oscan' 

1822 With I cigli Hunt produced a pt nodical, 2 he Liberal, 
the hrst number containing ' 1 lie Vision of Judg- 
ment', the second, 'IIea\en and taith' 

Attended tlie cremation of Shdky s body 

1823 Don Juan , C antos Vl-XlV, ‘ Wermn * 

Sailed fiorn Cjenoa to )oin the Cxrtck insurgents 

1824 Died at Missolonghi, 19 April Buried at Hucknali 
Torkard, near the family seat of Newstead 

1832-5 His Lije, by Mo )re, and Collected Works pub- 
lished 
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ON A DISTAN'J' VIEW 
or THE VILLAGE AND SCHOOL OF 
HAKROW ON THE HILL 

Oh I mihi ptaeteiiios refer lU Jupiier anno'^ Vi k g 1 1 


Yl scenes of ni}- chilclliood, wliosc lo\ec] recollection 
Embitters the prcsc^it, coni])ar(‘d with the past; 

WlitiO fiist (lawn(‘d on the ])o\vcrs of reflection, 

And friendships wm foinud, too loinantu to last; 

Where fancy, y ^ jo\ s to tract I he lesc mhlance 
Of comrades, in fiic'ndship and mischief allied; 

How welc oine to me your ne'er fading remembrance, 
Whicli rests in the liosom. though hope is denied^ 

Again I re\isit the hills whtie we spotted, 

The streams wIk le we swam, and the Helds where we 
fought; 

dlie schc^ol wliere, loud warned hv the bell, we resorted, 
'lb pore o'er the precepts l>y pedagogues tiiught. 

Again I behold whoie for IhhUs I ha\e pondcTcd, 

As reclining, at c\e, on yon tombstone I lay; 

Or round the steep hiow of the cluirchyard I wandered, 

To catch the last gleam of the sun's setting ray. 

I once more view the room, with spectators surrounded, 
Where, as Ziuiga, I trod on Aluruo o'erthrown; 

Wliile, to swell my young pride, such applauses resounded, 
I fancied that^Mossop himself was outshone: 
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1 OJh MS OI HON 


Or, as Leal, I jx)uied foitli the deep im])iccation, 

By my dauglitci s, of Kuigde)in and i e json dcpi i\ ed , 

1 ill, fired loud plaudits and s( If- lelulation, 

I regarded ni} self as a (Tame K ie\i\((l 

Ye dreams of m\ be>\lioo<l henv much I leoie^ }()U^ 
Unfaek'd join memon dwells in mv biCi.st, 

Though saei and desei ted I nt et e in forget you 
Your pleasuif s ma> still be in f ine^ possc^l 

To Ida full oft ma\ un eniin am e le store me, 

Wink" late sliall the shades e^l the futine umob' 

Since daikiicss e)kish kIows the piospiet be foie me, 
Moic dear is the lx nn of the i >st to m\ ‘'Oul 

But if, thie^Ligh th( eeniise ol the >eais wiiieh await » e, 
borne new seCiU e)t ole i me sbinild i)j>eii toMCW, 

I will say, wink with j ijilure the thought shill elate i e, 
''Oil’ siu h \u n d u s wl H h m\ mi m \ K’n w ’ ' 
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SHE WAEKS IN liEAUTV 

Sirr vvallis in i)C*aiitv, liKc* ihe iiiglit 
Ofcloudlos's climos and sLarry skk\s; 

And all tliat's best of darlv and briglit 
j\Te(‘t in bc*r as]:)c*cl and lu‘r eyes: 
d lius mellowed to that tender liglit 
W liicli lK*a\en to gaudy day de’iies. 

^ 'nc .shade the incaa*. one ray tlie le 

id aci hair im])aiix‘d the naintdes^ giace, 

\\ hir'h waxes in exa ry raven tress. 

Or sotf)^' lightcMis o%'r lier laee; 

‘ t^' )Uf!,hls scienc-l3' bw et t t^xprc^'S, 
How ])Uie, lK»w’(hai their dw elling-]>laee. 

\nd t>n that elix'c 1\, ;uid o’< i tirjt ei o\v. 

So soil, su c<din, c‘lo'|uent, 

Ihe Millies that win, tlK‘ tint- tiiat i>hiw, 

Hut tell ofdaxs iij goodrit*ss sp^ait, 

\ mind at ]X‘aci‘ with ail below, 

\ lit ai t w host' ](n \ is innot nO 
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OH! SNATCHED AWAY IN 
BEAUTY^S BLOOM 

Oh* snatched away in beauty's bloom. 

On thee shall press no ponderous tomb ; 

But on thy turf shall roses rear 
Their leaves, the earliest of the year; 

And the wild cypress wave in tender gloom 

And oft by yon blue gushing stream 
Shall Sorrow lean her drooping (lead, 

And feed deep thought with many a dream. 

And lingering pause and lightly tread , 

Fond wretch* as if her step disturbed the dead’ 

Away* we know that tears are vain. 

That death nor heeds nor hears distress . 

Will this unteach us to complaui^ 

Or make one mourner weep the less ^ 

And thou — wlio tell'st me to forget, 

Thy looks are wan, thine eyes are wet 


22 



THE VISION OF BELSHAZZAR 


The King was on his throne. 
The Satraps thronged the hall ; 

A thousand bright lamps shone 
O er that high festival. 

A thousand cups of gold. 

In Judah deemed divine - 

Jehovah's vessels hold 

The godless Heathen's wine. 

In that same hour and hall, 

The fingers of a hand 

Came forth against the wall. 

And wrote as if on sand ; 

The fingers of a man ; — 

A solitary hand 

Along the letters ran, 

And traced them like a wand. 

The monarch saw, and shook. 
And bade no more rejoice ; 

All bloodless waxed his look, 
And tremulous his voice. 

T.et the men of lore appear. 

The wisest of the earth. 

And expound the words of fear. 
Which mar our royal mirth.' 

Chaldea's seers are good. 

But here they have no skill ; 

And the unknown letters stood 
Untold and awful still. 
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POEMS OI BYRON 


And Bal:>el's men of age 

Are wise and deep in lore; 

But now they were not sage, 

"Fhey saw — but knew no inoi e 

A. < aptiv c in the land, 

A sti anger and a 3 outh, 
lie lieard the kir^g's command, 
lie saw that writing's truth 
"I he lainj>s at ound were blight, 
"Fhe pi opliecy in view , 
lie read it on that night — 

he 11101 1 ow prov ed it ti ue 

* Be lshazz;ai 's giave is made 
Ills kingdom passed away, 
lie, in the balance weighed. 

Is light and worthless cla3 , 
he shioud, his robe* ot state. 
Ills canopy the stone , 

1 he Alede* is at his gate ’ 

1 he Persian on his thron^^ * ’ 
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THE DESTRUCTION OF SENNACHERIB 


The Assyrian came down like the wolf on the fold, 

And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold; 

And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the sea. 
When the blue w^ave rolls nightly on deep Galilee. 

Ijke the leaves of the forest when summer is green, 
That host with their banners at sunset were seen; 

EiKe the leaves of the forest when autumn hath blo\vn, 

'I hat host on the morrow lay withered and strown. 

For the Anp’el Death sj)read his w’ings on the blast. 
And breathed in the face of the foe as he passed; 

And the eyes of the sleepers waxed deadly and chill, 

And tlieir hearts but once heaved, and for ever grew stilU 

And there lay the steed witli his nostril all wide, 

But throLigli it there rolled not the breath of his pride; 
And the foam of his gasping lay wdiite on the turf, 

And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf. 

And there lay the rider distoi ted and pale, 

\\ ith the dew on his brow, and the rust on his mail; 

And tlie tents were all silent, the banners alone, 
llie lances unlifted, the trumpet unblown. 

And the widows of Ashiir are loud in their wail, 

And the idols are broke in the temple of Baal; 

And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the swora, 
Hath melted like snow in the glance of the I.^rd! 



FARE THEE WELL 


* Alas! tJiey have been friends in youth; 
But zvkispering tongues can poison truth: 
And constancy lives in realms above; 

And life is thorny; and youth is vain: 
And to be wroth zvith one we love^ 

Doth work like madness in the brain; 


But never either found another 
To free the hollow heart from paining - 
They stood aloof, the scars remaining, 

IJke cliffs, which had been rent asunder; 

A dreary sea nozv fiozus betzveen. 

But neither heat, nor frost, nor thunder. 

Shall wholly do away, I ween. 

The marks of that which once hath been' 

c o L E R I H c; E * s Chrisiabel 

Fare thee well! and if for ever, 

Still for ever, fare thee well : 

Even though unforgiving, never 
'Gainst thee shall iny heart rebel. 

Would that breast were bared before thee 
Where thy head so oft hath lain, 

WTiile that placid sleep came o'er thee 
Which thou ne'er canst know again: 


Would that breast, by thee glanced over. 
Every inmost thought could show ! 

Then thou wouldst at last discover 
'Twas not w^ell to spurn it so. 

Though the world for this commend thee - 
Though it smile upon the blow. 

Even its praises must offend thee. 

Founded on another's woe: 
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fart: thee weet- 

Though my many faults defaced me. 

Could no other arm be found. 

Than the one which once embraced me. 

To inflict a cureless wound? 

Yet, oh yet, thyself deceive not; 

Love may sink by slow decay. 

But by sudden wrt^nch, believe not 
Hearts can thus be torn away: 

SHU thine own its life retainetli — 

Still must mine, though bleeding, beat; 

And tJie undying thought which paineth 
Is — that we no more may meet. 

These are words of deeper sorrow 
Than the wail above the dead ; 

Both sliall live, but every morrow 
Wake us from a widowed bod. 

And when thou would sc^lace gatlier. 

When our cliild’s first accents flow. 

Wilt thou teach her to say'^ ‘Father^ ' 
Though liis care slie must forego : 

When her little luuids shall press thee. 
When her lip to thine is pressed. 

Think of him whose prayer shall bless thee. 
Think of him thy love liiid blessed' 

Should her lineaments resemble 

Those thou never more may'st see. 

Then thy heart will softly tremble 
W'ith a pulse yet true to me. 
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POEMS OF BYRON 

All my faults perchance tliou knowest. 

All my madness none can Imow ; 

All my hopes, where'er thou goest, 
Witlier, yet with thee they go 

I2\ery fetling liatli bctn shaken. 

Pride, which not a \\ oi Id c ould l>o\\ , 

Bows to thee — hy thee forsaken, 

Even iny soul foi sakcs me now 

But 'tis done - all v\oids aie idle — 

Words from me aie \ainer still 

But tlic thoughts we cannot bi idle 
Fence their wa\ without the will 

Fare thee well* tlius disunited, 

'1 oi n from cvci 3 nc u c r tic , 

Scaled in hcai t, and lone, and bliglited, 
Motc than tins 1 staiee can die 

March 17 , 
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STANZAS TO AUGUSTA 


Though the day of my destiny's over, 

And the star of my fate hath declined. 

Thy soft lieart refused to discover 

The faults which so many could find; 

Though thy soul with \ny gi ief was acquainted. 
It shrunk not to share it witli me. 

And the love wliicli my spirit liath painted 
er hath found hut in ihee, 

'1 hen when nature around me is smiling, 

'rhe last smile which answers to mine, 

I do not belie\ ' it beguiling. 

Because it reminds me of thine; 

And when wdnds are at w^ar w'ith the ocean. 

As the breasts I belie\ed in wdth me, 

If their billow's excite lui emocion. 

It IS tliat tho}^ bear me fiom thee, 

\ hough the rotk of my last hope is shivered. 
And its fragments arc sunk in the w'a\c, 

"I hough I feel tliat my soul is delivered 
To pain — it shall not be its suive. 

There is many a pang to pursue me : 

'rhey may crush, but they shall not contemn;. 
They may torture, but shall not subdue me — 
'Tis of thee that I think — not of them. 

Though human, thou didst not deceive me. 
Though woman, thou didst not forsake. 
Though loved, thou forborest to grieve me, 
Tliough slandered, tliou never couldst shake; 



POEMS or BYRON 

Though trusted, thou didst not disclaim me. 
Though parted, it was not to fly. 

Though watchful, 'twas not to defame me. 

Nor, mute, tliat the world might belie 

Yet I blame not the world, nor despise it. 

Nor the war of the many w ith one ; 

If my soul was not fitted to pi ize it, 

'Twas folly not sooner to shun 
And it dearly that error hath cost me , 

And more than I once could foresee, 

I hav6 found that, whatever it k^st me. 

It could not deprive me of thee 

Fiom the wreck of the past, which hatli perishec^ 
Thus much I at least may recall, 

It hath taught me that what I most chciished 
Deseived to be deal c si of all 
In the desert a fountain is springing, 

In the wide waste there still is a ticc. 

And a bird in the solitude surging, 

Whu h speaks to spii it of thee 

Julj 24, 181 o 
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BRIGHT BE THE PLACE OF THY SOUL 


Bright be the place of thy soul! 

No lovelier spirit than thine 
E'er burst from its mortal control, 

In the orbs of tlie blessed to shine. 

On earth thou wert all but divine. 

As thy soul shall immortally be ; 

And our sorrow may cease to repine, 

When we know that thy God is with tliee. 

Liglit be tlie turf of thy tomb’ 

May ;ts verdure like emeralds be. 

There should not be the shadow of gloom 
In aught that reminds us of thee 

Young flowers and an evergreen tiee 
May spring from the spot of thy rest: 

But nor vj jiress nor yew let us see ; 

For why should we mourn for the blest? 

1808 
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WHEN WE TWO PARTED 


W H F N we tw'o parted 
In silence and tears. 

Half broken-hearted 
'1 o sevei for years. 

Pale grew thy cheek and coli. 
Colder tliy kiss; 

"1 ruly that hour for cti>ld 
Sorrow to this 

The dew of the inoining 
Sunk chill on niy brow — 

It felt like the wainiiig 
Of wliat I feel now 
ihy vows aie all biokeii. 

And hglit is thy tame , 

I hear thy name spoken. 

And share in its shame 

"1 hey name thee befuie me, 
xV knoll to mine ear, 

A shudder comes o er mo — 
Why wert thou so dcai " 

1 hey know not I knew thee, 
Who Imew thee tt>o well 
1 ong, long shall I rue tliee, 

TL oo deeply to tell 

In secret we met — 

In silence I grieve, 

"i hat thy heart could forget. 
Thy spirit deceiv e 



If I should meet thee 
After long years, 

How should I greet thee ^ - 
With silence and tcar^. 



LINES TO MR HODGSON 

WRITTFN ON BOARD THE LISBON PACKET 

Huzza ^ Hodgson, we are going, 

Our embargo’s off at last , 

Favourable brce/cs blo\Mng 
Bend the canvas o'er the mast 
From aloft the signal's streaming. 

Hark* tlie farewell gun is hied. 

Women screeching, tars blaspheming, 

Tell us that our time s expned 
Here’s a i as( al 
Come to t isk all, 

Plying from tlic Custom-house, 

T.runks unpacking 
Cases cracking 
Not a comer for a mouse 
’S< apes unseal ehed mud the i ukc t, 

I re vve sail on board the Pai Uc t 

Now our boatmen cjml then mooiiiig, 

And all hands must ply the oai , 

Baggage from the cpiay is lowciiiig, 

We're impatient, push lioin shore 
'Have a care * that c isc liolds liquor - 
Stop the boat — I m sick - oh I oi d * ' 

'Sick, ma'am, damme, you 11 be sickei, 

Ere you've been an hour on board ' 

Thus are sci earning 
Men and women, 

Cremmen, lad es, servants. Jacks, 

Here entangling. 

All are wrangling. 

Stuck together close as wax - 
34 



LINKS TO MR HODGSON 


Sucli the general noise and racket, 

Krc we reach the Lisbon Packet, 

Now we've reached her, lo! the Captain 
Oallant Kidd, commands the crew; 
Passengers their bertlis are clapt in. 
Some to grumble, some to spew. 

' Hey day ! call 3^011 that a cabin ? 

Why 'tis hardly three feet square; 
Not enough to stow Queen Mab in — 
W^hc tlie deuce can harbour there?' 

' W^ho, sir? plenty — 

Nobles twent3^ 

Oid at once 1113' vessel fill.’ — 

‘ 7 >kl the3' ? Jesus, 

How 30U sque<"ze us ^ 

Would to Ood they did so still. 

Xhen I'd scape the heat and rac:ket 
Of thf* good ship, Lisbon Packet.’ 

Pletchcr ! ^Murray! Hob! where are you 
Stretched along the de<*k like logs — 
Bear a hand, 3'ou joll3" tar, you ! 

Here's a rope’s end for the dogs. 
Hobhouse muttering fearful curses. 

As the hatchway down he rolls. 

Now his breakfast, now his verses. 
Vomits forth — and damns our souls. 
'Here's a stanza 
On Braganza — 

Help ! ' - ' A couplet ? ' - ' No, a cup 
Of warm water — ' 

' NVliat's the matter ? ' 

'Zounds! my liver's coming up; 
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POkMS OF BYRON 


I shall not sur\ ive the racket 
Of this brutal I^isbon Packet.* 

Now at Icngtli we're otF for Turkey, 

Lord knows when we shall come back! 
l^reezes foul aiul tempests murky 
May unsl^ip us in a crack. 

But, since life at most a jest is, 

As philosopjiers allow. 

Still to laugh by far ihe best is, 

Xlien laugh on - as I do now. 

I.augh at all things, 

Circat and small things. 

Sick or w'ell, at sea or sliore; 

\\ Iiile we're quading. 

Let's hav'c laiigliing - 
Who the devil cares for niore.^ — 

Some good wine! and wiio would lack it, 
L\ 'n on l)oard the lasbon Packet^' 

]\i]mouth Roads, June 30, 


r.fy 


1809. 



WRITTEN AFTER SWIMMING 
FROM SESTOS TO ABYDOS 


I r, in tlie month of dark December, 

Lc'ander, who w^as nightly wont 
(What maid wnll not the tale remember?) 
d o cross thy stream, broad Hellespont! 

If, wlien tlie wintry tempest roared, 
sped to Hero, nothing loth, 

And thvis f>f old thy current poured, 

Fair \’enus! liow I pity botli! 

For vie, depenc l ale mode rn wretch, 
riiough in tlie genial month of May, 

My dripping limbs I laintly stretcli, 

\nd tliinlv F\e d<*ne a feat today. 

But since he crossed the lapid tide, 

According tc^ the doubtful story, 
d o woo, - and — Lord know’s w^hat beside. 

And swam tor Love, as 1 for CJlory; 

’d^were liaid to say who faied the best: 

Sad mortals! thus die Cmds still plague 3 'ou! 
He lost his labour, I my jest; 

For he was drowned, an<i I'\e the ague. 

May 9, 1810. 
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MAID OF ATHENS, ERE WE PART 

ZcoTi |io0, ads dyoTTW. 

M A I D of Athens, ere we part, 

Give, oh, give back my heart! 

Or, since that has left my breast. 

Keep it now, and take the rest! 

Hear iny vow before I go, 

ZcJb-n poO, ads dyonrca. 

By those tresses unconfined. 

Wooed by each Aegean wind; 

By tliose lids whose jetty fringe 
Kiss thy soft cheeks' blooming tinge ; 

By tliose wild eyes like the roe, 

ZcoTi poO, ads dyocTTOo. 

By that lip I long to taste; 

By that zone-emurcled waist; 

By all the token-flowxTS tliat tell 
What words can never speak so well; 

By love's alternate joy and woe, 

ZdoT] poO, ads dyooTco. 

Maid of Athens! I am gone; 

Think of me, sweet! when alone. 

Though I fly to Istambol, 

Athens holds my heart and soul ; 

Can I cease to love thee.^ No! 

Zebt) poO, ads dyorroo. 

Athens, 1810. 
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ONE STRUGGLE MORE, 
AND I AM FREE 


One struggle more, and I am free 

From pangs that rend my heart in twain ; 
One last long sigh to love and thee. 

Then back to busy life again 
It suits me well to mingle now 

With things that never pleased before: 
■^'hough every joy is fled below, 

Whai future grief can touch ine more? 

Then bring me vine, tlie banquet bring; 

Man was not formed to live alone: 

Fll be that light, unmeaning thing. 

That smiles with all, and weeps with none. 
It was not tlius in da3^s more dear. 

It never would ha\e been, but thou 
Hast fled, and left me lonely here; 

Thou'rt nothing, — all are nothing now. 

In vain my lyre would lightU’^ breathe! 

Tlic smile that soirow' tain would wear 
But mocks the woe that lurks beneath. 

Like roses o’er a sepulclire. 

Though gay companions o'c r the bowl 
Dispel awhile the sense of ill; 

Though pleasure fires the maddening soul, 
ITie heart - the heart is lonelj’^ still ! 

On many a lone and lovely night 
It soothed to gaze upon the sky ; 

For then I deemed the heavenly light 
Shone sweetly on thy pensive eye : 
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POL MS or BYIIOM 


And oft I tliought at Cynthia's noon, 

Wdicn sailing o'ei tlie Aegean w i\e, 

*No\\ "1 hyrza gazes on that moon' — 

Alas, It gleamed upon lier giave’ 

When stretched on fcvci s sleeplt ss d. 

And SK Ivness shiunk my throbbing %cin^ 
"Lis comfort still,' I faintl\ said, 

‘That 1 hyi /a cannot Know 1113^ pains 
like fieedom to tlie tiinc-woni sla\ e - 
A boon 'tis idle then to gi\e — 

Relenting Natiue vainly ga\ e 

My life, vvlu 11 1 hyi /ate isl d to Iiv ^ 

My "1 hyi za s ]>lcdge in bettei d s 
When love and life alike weie ru \v ’ 

How dilFerent now thou mcet'st my g i/t * 
How tinged by time with sorrow's hue’ 

'1 he heart that gave itself with thee 
Is silent — ah, were mine as stilH 
Though cold as e'en the d^. id can be , 

It feels, It sickens with the chill 

Thou bitter pledge^ thou niouintul token* 
Though painful, welcome to my bre ast^ 
Still, still, pieseive that love unbroken, 

Or break the heart to which thou 1 1 pressc d 
"1 line tempers love, but not lemovt s. 

More hallowed when its hope is fled 
Oh* what are thousand living love s 
To that which cannot quit the' dead 
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AND THOU ART DEAD, 

AS YOUNG AS FAIR 

* llfu, quanto minus est cum leliquis versari quain tui rnernini^ 


And thou art dead, as young and fair, 

As aught of mortal birth; 

And form so soft, and diarms so rare, 

'l oo soon returned to Karth! 
d'hough l larth received them in h(‘r bed, 
o'er the s|>ot the crowd may tread 
In carelessness or mirth, 

'I'liere is an ('yc‘ which could not brook 
A momcmt on that grave to look. 

I will not ask wiiere thou best low, 

Nor gaze upon the spot; 
d here flowers or weeds at w ill may grow'. 
So 1 l)ehc)ld tliem not: 

It is enough for me to prove* 

That wliat I loved, and long must love, 
Like common cTirth can rot; 

'Lo me there needs no stone to tell, 

' Lis Nothing that I lovcxl so well. 

Vet did I love thee to the last 
As fervT'iitly as thou, 

Who didst not change through all the past, 
And canst not alter now. 

The love where Death has set his seal, 

Nor age can chill, nor rival steal, 

Nc^r falsehood disavow: 

And, what were worse, thc:)u canst not see 
Or wrong, or change, or fault in me. 
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POBMS or BYRON 

The better days of life were ours ; 

The worst can be but mine: 

The sun tliat cheers, the storm that lowers. 
Shall never more be thine. 

The silence of that dreamless sleep 
I envy now too much to weep , 

Nor need I to repine 
That all those cliarms have passed away; 

I might have watched thiough long decay 

The flower in ripened bloom unmatched 
Must fall the earliest piey , 

"1 hough by no liand untimely snatched. 
The leaves must drop away 
And yet it weie a greater giief 
To watch It withcrmg, Icat by leaf. 

Than see it pluckecJ today , 

Since earthly eye but ill can bear 
To ti acc the ( liange to foul fi oin fair 

I know not if I t ould hav e boi ne 
To see thy beauties fade , 

"The night that followed sucli a mom 
Had worn a deeper shade 
Thy day without a cloud hath passed 
And thou wert lovely to the last , 
Kxtinguished, not decayed; 

As stars that shoot along the sky 
Shine briglitest as they fall from high. 

As once I wept, if I could weep. 

My tears might well be shed. 

To think I was not near to keep 
One vigil o'er thy bed; 
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AND ART THOU DEAD, AS YOUNO AS FAIR 

To gaze, how fondly ! on thy face. 

To fold thee in a faint embrace, 

Uphold thy drooping head ; 

And show that love, however vain. 

Nor thou nor I can feel again. 

Yet how inucii less it were to gam, 

Though thou hast left me free. 

The loveliest things that still remain, 

"I iian thus remember thee ’ 

"1 Ik* all of thine that eannot die 
Through dark and diead Eternity 
lietuiiis again to me. 

And more thy huiied lo\e endears 
I'han aught, except its living years. 

February, IS 12. 
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. REMEMBER THEE! REMEMBER TIIEEl 


K 1 M E M B L It thr^e ’ 1 emeiither thee I 
1 ill Lethe quench life's burning stream 
Remorse and Shame shall cling to thee, 
And haunt thee like a fcvciish dream^ 

Remember thee ^ ^}e, doubt it not 
lliy husband too shall think of thee 
B} neither shalt thou be forgot, 

1 houyiz/j^ to him, thou Jit nd to iru f 
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STANZAS FOK MUSIC 


‘O Laihrymarum funs, ienero sacros 
Ducentium ortus ej ammo: quater 
Feltx! in imo qui scatentcm 
Pert ore te, pin Kymp/ui, senut.' 

(.11 A 's Poemata 

There's not a joy the world can give like that it takes 
away. 

When the glow of early thought declines in feeling's dull 
decpv* 

4/ 

'Tift not on youtli's smooth cheek the blush alone, which fades 
so fast, 

But tile tender bloom of Jieart is gone, ere youth itself be past. 

Then the lew whose spirits float above the ureck of happiness 

Are driven o’er the shoals of guilt or ocean of excess: 

The magnet of their course is gone, or only jioints in vain 

The shore to which their shivered sail shall never stretch 
again. 

Then tlie mortal coldness of the soul like death itself comes 
down ; 

It cannot feel for others' woes, it dare not dream its own; 

That heavy chill has frozen o’er the fountain of our tears, 

And though the eye may sjxirkle still, 'tis where the ice 
appears. 

Though wit may flash from lluent lips, and mirth distract the 
breast. 

Through midnight hours that yield no more tlieir former hope 
of rest; 

'dls but as ivy-leaves around the ruined turret wreath. 

All green and wildly fresh without, but worn and grey 
beneath. 
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'POEMS OF BYRON 


Oh could I feel as I have felt, - or be what I have been, 

Or weep as I could once have wept, o*er many a vanished 
scene ; 

As springs in deserts found seem sweet, all brackish though 
they be, 

So midst the withered waste of life, tho^e ttais would flow to 
me. 

Mauh, 1815. 
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STANZAS FOR MUSIC 


T H F R E be none of beauty'i> daughters 
With a magic like thee; 

\nd like music on the watr» s 
Is tliy svs ect voice to me 
W hen, as it its sound were causing 
Ihe chaim^d ocean’s pausing, 
i he waves lie still and gltairiing, 

\ncl the lulled winds sec in ili c aming 

\nd the inidnigJit moon is weaving 
Her bright < ham o c i the dt c p , 

W hose breast is gently lu iving, 

\s an mtant's asleep 
So the spiiit hows bc^foi e thee, 

I o listen arul adore tliee , 

\^ ith a lull hut soft emotion, 

I iKc tl^e swell ot summer s occcUi 
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SONNET TO LAKE T.EMAN 


Rousseau - Voltaue - our Gibbon - and Dc Stael - 
Leman ^ tliesc names aie worthy of thy shoie, 

Ihy shore of names like these * wert thou no more, 
Tlicii inemor\ thy remembrance would lerall 
To them thy banks were lo\ely as to all. 

Rut they have made them lovelier, for the loic 
Of mighl\ minds doth hallow m the coic 
Of human Ik ai ts the i iiin ol a wall 

Wheie dwelt the wise and wondious, but hv thee^ 
How mueli inoie, Lake of Beauty f do w( ted, 

111 sweetly gliding o'er tliy crystal sea, 

'Ihe wild glow of that not ungentle /c il, 

Whieli of tlie hens of nnmoitaiity 
Is proud, and mikcb the bic ith ot gloij leal' 

Diodati, I iK I s ’o 



O THOMAS MOORE 


M Y boot is on the shore. 

And jny bark is on the sea ; 

Hut, before I go, Tom Moore, 

Here's a double health to thee' 

Hcj c's a i>igh to those who love me, 

And a smile to those w^ho hate; 

And, whatever sky's above nu', 

Heie’s a heart for every fate. 

'1 liough the ocean i oar ai uund me, 

Vjt 'j still shall bear me on; 

'1 hough a descTt should surround 
It Iiath springs that may he won 

Were’t the last drop in the well. 

As I gasjicd uj>on the brinU, 

lae my fainting sj)int tell, 

'Tis to thee that I would drink 

W itli that water, as iliis wine, 

The libation I would pour 

Should be — peaee ".ith thin** and mine. 

And a health to thee, Tom Moore. 

July, IS 





so WE^LL GO NO MORE A-ROVING 


So wc'll go no more a-roving 
So late into the night. 

Though tlie heart be still as loving, 

And the moon be still as bright 

1 or the sword outwears its slieath. 

And the soul weai s out the breast. 

And the heait must pause to bicathe, 

And love itself have rest 

Though the night was made for loving, 
And the day returns too soon. 

Yet weTl go no more a-rovmg 
By the light of the moon 

Ibl 
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JOHN KEATS 

W HO killed John Keats? 

T/ says the Quarterl^^ 

So sava)2^e and Tartarl3'; 

' 'Twds one ot my teats 

Wlio shot the ariow ? 

'The poet-pi lest Nlilman 
(So ready to kill man). 

Or Southey oi Hjitou 

July, 1821 . 
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WRITTEN ON IHF ROAD BETWLIN 
riORENCF AND PISA 

Oh, talk not to me ol a name great in slorj , 

The days of your 3^outh are the daj s of our gloi 3 ; 

And tlie myitle and i\3 of sweet two-and twenty 
Aie woith all 3 our lam t Is, though e\ei so })lenty 

What a\e gai lands and crowns to the brow that is 
wrinkled ? 

'"lis but as a dead-flowci with May-dew bcspiinkkd 
Then awa3 with all such from the head that is lioar3 ’ 
What caie I for tlic wreaths that (an only gi\c glor3 '' 

Oh Fame’ - il I e'ei took delight 111 1113 jaaists, 

Twas less for tlu sake of th^ high-sounding plirascs. 
Than to see tlie bjight (3es of the ck ai one disco\er 
She thought tliat I was not unwoith3 to lo\e liei 

There LhiLi\y I souglit tliec, then only I found tliee, 

Her glance was the best of the ia3s that siiiiound thee; 
When it spaikled o'ci aught that was blight in m3 stor3 , 
I knew it was l(ne, and 1 felt ii was glory 

Ntwembei, 
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ON THIS DAY I COMPLETE MY 
THIRTY-SIXTH YEAR 


' i'ls time this Iieart should be uiiuiovcd, 
Since others it hath ceased to mo\'e; 

^’el, though I cannot be beloved, 

Still let me love! 

My days are in the yellow leaf: 

rhe flowers and fruits of love arc gone; 
'\'\\v worm, the canker, and the grief 
Are mine alone! 

\ lie fire that on nij^ bosom preys 
Is lone as some \olcajiic isle; 

No torcli is Kindled at its blaze - 
A funeral ])ile. 

'1 li(* liope, tlie fear, the jealous care, 

'I'lie exalted portion of tlie pain 
And jiower of love, 1 cannot sliait', 
hut vear the cliain. 

Jkit ’tis not thus — and 'tis not here - 

I^iKh thoughts should shake mj'^ soul, nor 
W here glory decks the heroes hier. 

Or hinds his brow, 

Tlie sword, the banner, and the field, 

C jlory and Greece, around me see ! 
riie Spartan, borne upon liis sliield, 

Was not more free. 
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P0£MS of BYRON 

Awake ! (not Greece — she is awake ! ) 

Awake, my spirit ! Think through whom 
Thy life-blood tracks its parent lake. 

And then strike home! 

Tread tliose reviving passions down, 

Unworthy manhood ! — unto thee 
Indifferent sfiould the smile or frown 
Of beauty be. 

If thou regret’st thy youth, why Live ^ 

The land of honourable death 
Is here: — up to the field, and give 
Away thy breath! 

Seek out — less often sought tlian found — 

A soldier's grave, for thee the best; 

Then look around, and choose thy ground. 

And take thy rest. 

Missolonghi, Jan. 22, 182+. 
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SONNET ON CHILLON 


Eternal Spirit of the chainless Mind! 

Brightest in dungeons. Liberty! thou art; 

For there lliy habitation is the heart — 

The heart which love of thee alone can bind; 

And when thy sons to fetters are consigned — 

To fetters, and the damp vault’s dayless gloom. 
Their country conc]uers with their martyrdom, 

\n ^ Freedom’s fame finds wings on every wind. 
Chilloni prison is a lioly place, 

And thy sad floor an altar - for ’twas trod, 

Until his very ste])s liave left a trace 

Worn, a it thy cold pavement were a sod. 

By Bonmvard’ — May none those marks efface I 
For they appeal from tryanny to God. 

June, 1816 . 
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LNGLISH BARDS AND SCOTCH 
REVIEWERS 

A SAT I II C 

‘ / had j at her he a kitten^ and cty men ^ 

Than one of these same mette ballad-moniker \ ' 

sn \KSPI \H F 

. . . Time was, ere yet in these degenerate d ly ^ 
Ignoble themes obtained mistaken ])raise, 

When sense and wit with poesy allied. 

No fabled grates, flourished side by side; 

From the same fount tlieir inspiration drew , 

And, reared by taste, bloomed fairer as they grew. 
Tlien, in this happy isle, a Pope's pure strain 
Sought the rapt soul to eliarm, nor sought in vain; 

A polished nation’s praise aspired to claim, 

And raised the peojde's, as the poet's fame. 

Like him great Drj^den poured the tide of song, 

In stream less smooth, indeed, yet doubly strong. 
Then Congreve's .scenes could cheer, or Otway's melt; 
For Nature then an English audience felt - 
But why these name.s, or greater still, retrace, 

Wlien all to feebler bards resign their place ? 

Yet to such times our lingering looks are cast. 

When taste and reason with those times are past. 

Now look around, and turn each trifling page, 

Survey the precious works that please the age; 

This truth at least let satire's self allow. 

No deartli of bards can be complained of now . 

The loaded press beneath her labour groans, 

And printer's devils shake their weary bones ; 
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ENGLISH BARDS AND SCOTCH REVIEWERS 


While Southey's epics cram the creaking shelves. 
And Little's lyrics shine in hot-pressed twelves. 
U'hiis saith tlic Preacher: 'Nought beneath the sun 
Is new;' yet still from change to change we run. 

W hat varied wonders tempt us as they pass! 
d'he cow-pox, tractors, galvanism, and gas, 
in turns appear, to make tlie vulgar stare, 

"1 ill the swoln bubble bursts — and all is air! 

Nor less new schools of poctiy arisc% 

W'here dull jR etenders grap]>l(^ for the prize ; 

0'<*r awliile tlu'se pseudo-bards prevail ; 

n country book-(dub bows tlie knee to Ikial, 
And, luirling lawful gc*nlus from the tlirone, 
ka ects a shrine and idol of own; 

Some leaden c- /f but wiiom it matters not, 

Fi'om soaring Southey, down to grovelling Stott 


Behold! in \ arious tlirongs the scribbling crew. 
For notice eager, pass in long revic'w : 

Ejch spurs bis jaded Pegasus apace. 

And Rhyme and Bhmk maintain an e((ual race; 
Sonnets on sonnets crowd, and ode on ode; 

And Tales of Terror jostle on the road; 
Immeasurable measures move w.long; 

For simpering folly loves a varied song. 

To strange, mysterious dulncss still the friend, 
Admires the strain she cannot comprehend. 

Thus Lays of Minstrels — may they be the lastl - 
On half-strung harps whine mournful to the blast. 
While mountain spirits prate to river sprites, 
Tliat dames may listen to the sound at nights ; 
And goblin brats, of Gilpin Horner's brood 
Decoy young Border-nobles througli the wood, 
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POEMS OF BYRON 


And skip at every step, I^rd knows how high. 

And frighten foolish babes, the I^rd knows why; 
While high-bom ladies in their magic cell, 
Forbidding knights to read who cannot spell. 
Despatch a courier to a wizard's grave. 

And fight with honest men to shield a knave. 

Next view in state, proud prancing on his roan, 
The golden-crested haughty Marmion, 

Now forging scrolls, now foremost in the fight. 

Not quite a felon, yet but half a knight, 

The gibbet or the field prepared to grace; 

A mighty mixture of the great and base. 

And think'st thou, Scott! by vain conceit perchance. 
On public taste to foist thy sUile romance, 

Though Murray with his Miller may combine 
To yield thy muse just half-a-crown per line? 

No! when the sons of song descend to trade, 

Their bays are sear, tlieir former laurels fade. 

Let such forego the poet's sacred name, 

Who rack their brains for lucre, not for fame : 

Still for stern Mammon may they toil in vain ! 

And sadly gaze on gold they cannot gain! 

Such be their meed, such still the just reward 
Of prostituted muvse and hireling bard! 

For this we spuni Apollo's venal son. 

And bid a long 'good night to Marmion.' 

These are the themes that claim our plaudits now; 
These are the bards to whom the muse must bow; 
While Milton, Dryden, Pope, alike forgot. 

Resign their hallowed bays to Walter Scott . . . 

Next comes the dull disciple of thy school. 

That mild apostate from poetic rule, 
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ENGLISH BARDS AND SCOTCH REVIEWERS 

The simple Wordsworth, framer of a lay 
As soft as evening in his favourite May, 

Who warns his friend ‘ to shake off toil and trouble, 
And quit his books, for fear of growing double; ' 
Who, both by precept and exanlplc, show.s 
That prose is verse, and verse is merely prose ; 
Convincing all, by demonstration plain, 

Poetic souls delight in prose insane ; 

And Christmas stories tortured into rhyme 
Contain the essence of the true sublime. 

Th^t^ when lie tells the tale of J5etty Foy, 

'I'nc idiot n^other of 'an idiot boj 
A moon-struck, silly lad. who lost his way, 

And, like his bard, coniounded night with daj ; 

So close on c ch pathetic part lie dwells. 

And each adventure so sublimely tells, 

That all who view the 'idiot in his glory' 

Conceive the Baid the heio of the stoiy. 

Shall gentle Coleridge pass unnoticed here, 

To turgid ode iuid tumid stanza dear? 

Though themes of innocence amuse him best. 

Yet still obscurity's a wxdcome guest 
If Inspiration should her aid refuse 
'Fo him who takes a pixy for a muse, 

Vet none in lofty numbers can surpass 
The bard who soars to elegize an ass : 

So well tlie subject suits his noble mind, 

He brays, the laureate of the long-eared kind. . . . 
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FROM 


THE GIAOUR 

A fRAGMFNT OF A TURKISH TALE 

Advertisement 

The tale which these disjointed fragments present, is founded 
upon circumstances now less common in the East th.in for- 
merly; either because the ladies are more circumspect than in 
the 'olden time', or because the Christians have better for- 
tune, or less enterprise. The story, when entire, contained the 
adventures of a female slave, who was thrown, in the Mussul- 
man manner, into the sea for infidelity, and avenged by a 
young Venetian, her lover, at the time the vSeven Islands were 
possessed by the Republic of A'eiiice, and soon after the 
Amauts were beaten back from tlie .Moiea, which tliey had 
ravaged for some time subsequent to the Russian invasion. 
The desertion of the Mainotes, on being refused the plunder of 
Misitra, led to the abandonment of that enterprise, and to the 
desolation of the Morea, during which the cruelty exercised 
on all sides w as unparalleled even in the annals of the failliful. 

. . . Who tliundering comes on blackest steed, 

With slackened bit and hoot of speed ^ 

Beneath the clattering iron's sound 
The cavenied echoes wake around 
In lash for lash, and bound for bound ; 

The foam that streaks the (ourser’s side 
Seems gathered from tlie ocean-tide: 

Though weary weaves arc sunk to rest, 

There's none within his rider’s breast; 

And though tomorrow's tempest low er, 

'Tis calmer than thy heart, young (naour! 
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I know thee not, I loathe thy race. 

But in thy lineaments I trace 
^Vhat time shall strengthen, not efface: 
Though young and pale, that sallow front 
Is scathed by fiery passion's brunt; 

'^I'liough bent on earth thine evil eye. 

As meteor-like thou glidest by. 

Right well I view and deem thee one 
\Vliom Othman's sons should slay or shun. 

' Vi — on he liastcned, and he drew 
My gaze »f wonder as he flew: 

■Though like a demon of the night 
He passed, and vanished from my siglit, 

His aspect ..nd his air impressed 
A troubled memory on my breast. 

And long upon my startled ear 
Rung his dark courser’s hoofs of fear. 

He spurs his steed; he nears the steep. 

That, jutting, shadows o'er the deep; 

He winds around; he bun ios by; 

^rhe rock relie\es him from mine eye; 

Fc»r, WT*11 I ween, unwelcome he 
W"lu)se glance is fixed on those that flee; 
And not a star but slunes too bright 
On liim who takers sue n timeless flight. 

I le wound along ; but ere he passed 
One glance lie snatched, as if his last, 

A moment checked his wheeling steed, 

A moment breathed him from his speed, 

A moment on his stirrup stood — 

M'liy looks lie o'er the oliv^e waodf 
The crescent glimmers on tlie liill, 

Tlic ^loscju(*’s liigli lamps are cjuivering still 
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Though too remote for sound to \\ ake 
In echoes of the far tophaike. 

The flashes of each joyous peal 
Are seen to prove the Moslem s zeal, 

Tonight, set Rhaniazani's sun; 

Tonight, the Bairam least’s begun 
Tonight — but who and what ai t tliou 
Of foreign garb and feaiful brow ^ 

And what are these to thine or thee. 

That thou sliould’st either pause or flee^ 

He stood — some dicad w^as on his tate. 

Soon hatred settled in its place 
It lose not with the leddcning Hu's}) 

Of ti ansient angci ’s hasty blush. 

But pale as marble o er the tomb, 

Whose gliastly whiteness aids its gloom 
His brow was bent, his C‘ye was glazed. 

He raised his arm, and ficicely raised, 

And sternly shook his hand on high, 

As doubting to leturn or 03^, 

Impatient of his flight delayed. 

Here loud his ra\en chaiger neighed — 

Down glanced that hand, and grasped his blade 
That sound had burst his waking dream. 

As slumber starts at owlet's scream 
The spur hath lanced his courser's sides; 

Away, away, for life he rides . 

Swift as the hurled on high jerreed 
Springs to the touch his startled steed; 

The rock is doubled, and tlie shore 
Shakes with the clattermg tramp no more ; 

The crag is won, no more is seen 
His Christian crest and haughty mien. 
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'Xwas but ail instant he restrained 
That fiery barb so sternly reined ; 

^'I'was but a moment that he stood. 

Then sped as if by death pursued ; 

But in that instant o'er his soul 
Winters of memory seemed to roll. 

And gatJier in that drop of time 
A life of pain, an age of crime. 

O'er him wlio loves, or hates, or fears. 

Such rnoiiicnt pours the grief of yeiirs : 

What felt he then, at once opprest 
By all that most distracts tJie breast? 

That pause, which pondered o'er his fate, 
Oil, who bs dreary length shall date! 
Though in timer's record nearly nought. 

It was eternity to tliought^ 

For infinite.' as boundless space* 

The^-thought that c'onscience must embrace. 
Which in itself can comprehend 
Woe without name, or hope, or end. 

The hour is past, the Oiaoiir is gone; 

And did he fly or fall alone ? 

\V’’oe to that hour he c:ame or went! 

The curse for Hassan's sin w^as sent 
To turn a palace to a tomb: 

He came, he went, like the Simoom, 

That harbinger of fate and gloom. 

Beneath whose widely- was ting breath 
The very cypress droops to death — 

Dark tree, still sad when others' grief is fled. 
The only constant mourner o'er the dead ! 
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The steed is vanished from tiie stall; 

No serf is seen in Hassan's hall. 

The lonely spider’s thin giey pall 
Wa\es slowly wideninj^ o'er the wall; 

The bat builds in his haiein bowci , 

And in the fortrc ss of his power 
The owl usuips the fn acon-tower , 

"ihe wild-do^ liowls o er die fountain's brim. 
With baflled thirst, and famine, grim; 

For the sti earn has shrunk fi om its marble bed. 
Where tlic weeds and the desolate dust are spread 
'Twas sweet of yore to see it play 
And c hase the sulti mess of da3 , 

As spniiging high the siKei dew 
In whirls fantastically flew. 

And flung luxuiious coolness loiind 

Tlic air, and \eiduTe o'er the ground 

'"i was sweet, when cloudless stars were biigiit. 

To view die wa\e of watciy light. 

And hear its melody by night 

And oft had Hassan's cliildhood placed 

Around the \ erge of that ease ade ; 

And oft upon his mother's breast 
That sound had harmonized his rest , 

And oft had Hassan's youth along 
Its bank been soothed by beauty's song. 

And softer seem'd each melting tone 
Of music mingled with its own. 

But ne'er shall Hassan's age repose 
Along the brink at twilight's close . 

The stream that filled that font is fled - 
The blood that w armed his heart is shed ! 

And here no moi c shall human voice 
Be lieard to rage, regret, rejoice. 
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The last sad note that swelled the gale 
Was womaji's wildest funeral wail: 

That quenched in silence, all is still. 

But the lattice tliat flaps when the wind is shril! : 
Though raves the gust, and floods the rain, 

No hand shall close its clasp again. 

On desert sands 't we re joy to scan 
Tiie rudest steps of fellow man. 

So here the very voice of grief 
Might wake an echo like relief — 

*■ least 'twould say, 'All are not gone; 

There lingers life, though hut in one’ - 
For many a gilded cliamher’s there. 

Which solitude might well forbear; 

Witbiii ti^at dome as yet decay 
I lath slowly w orked her cankering w^ay — 

But gloom is gathered o'er the gate, 

Nor there tlie fakir's self will wait; 

Nor there w ill wandering derv ise stay. 

For bounty cheers not his delay; 

Nor there wall weary stranger halt 
To bless the sacred ‘ bread and Scdt 
Alike must wcaltli and poverty 
Pass heedless and unheeded by. 

For courtesy and pity died 
With Hassan tlie mountain side, 
liis roof, that refuge unto men, 

Is desolation's hungry den. 

The guest flies the hall, and the vassal from labour. 
Since his turban was cleft by the infiders sabre! 


I hear the sound of coming feet. 
But not a voice mine ear to greet ; 
65 



POEMS OP BYRON 

More near — each turban I can scan. 

And silver-sheathed ataghan. 

The foremost of the band is seen 
An Emir by his garb of green 

who art thou?* — '"Ihis low salam 
Replies ot Moslem faith I am ' 

'The burthen ye so gently l>ear. 

Seems one that claims youi utmost care. 

And, doubtless, holds some precious freight. 
My humble baik would gladly wait ' 

' Ihou speaktst soolh thy skiff unmoor. 
And wait us from the siknt shore. 

Nay, leave tlic sail still furled, and ply 
’^Ihe neaiest oar that s scattcied by. 

And midway to those locks wheie sleep 
The channeled watc^rs dark <uid deep 
Rest from your task ~ so bi avely done. 

Of course had been right svviltlv run. 

Yet *tis the longest \ oy ag< , I trow. 

That one of — • 

Sullen it plunged, and slowly sank, 

"Ihe cairn wave ripple to the bank, 

I watched it as it sank, methought 
Some motion from the cm rent caught 
Bestirred it more, — ’twas but the beam 
That checkered o’er the living streani 
I gazed, till vanishing from view. 

Like lessening pebble it withdrew , 

Still less and less, a speck of white 

That gemmed the tide, then mocked the sight; 

And all its hidden secrets sleep, 

Knowm but to Oenii of the deep. 



THE GIAOUR 


Which, trembling in their coral caves, 
Xhey dare not whisper to the waves. 


As iisjMg on Its purple wing 
The insect-ciueen of eastern sprmg. 

O'er emerald meadows of Kashmeer 
In\ ites tlie young pursuer near. 

And leads him on from flower to flower 
A weai y chas< and wasted hour, 

'^Fheri If a\ t s him, is it soai s on high. 
With pmting hf art and tearful eye 
So beauty luics tlie full-grown child, 
W^ith hue as !>iight, and wing as wild 
A cluoC t icllf. hopes and fcais. 

Begun in lolly, closed in tcais 
If won, to equal ills betrayed. 

Woe waits the-* insect and the maid, 

A life of pain, the loss of ptace, 
h 1 om infant s play, and man s caprice 
"ihc lovely toy so fieiccly sought 
Hath lost Its < hai in by being caught, 

I or e\eiy toucli that wooed its stay 
Hath bi uslied its brightest hues away% 
Uill charm, and iiue, and beauty gone, 

'"1 IS left to fW oi faF alone 

W^ith wounded wing, oi blec'ding breast. 

Ah ^ where shall eitlier victim rest'' 

Can this with faded pinion soar 
Pi om rose to tulip as befoi e ? 

Or beauty% blighted in an hour, 

F'lnd joy within her bi oken bowe^r 
No gd.yGi insects fluttering by 
Ne'er droop the wing o'er those that die, 
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And lovelier things have mercy shown 
To every failing but their own. 

And every woe a tear can claim 
Kxcept an eiring sister's shame 

he mind, that broods o'er guilty woes. 
Is like the scoipion girt by fire. 

In circle narrowing as it glows, 

1 he flames around their captive close, 

"I ill inly searched by thousand throes. 
And maddening in hci iic. 

One sad and sole lelief she Iviiows, 

1 he sting she nourished lor lier foes. 
Whose venom never yet was vain, 

Oives but one pang, and cuies all pain. 
And dai ts into hei desperate brain 
So do the dark in soul expire. 

Or live like scorpion gn t by fire. 

So writhes the mind remorse hath riv en. 
Unfit for earth, undoomed for heaven, 
l')arkness above, dt span beneath. 
Around it flame, witliin it death’ 

Blac k Hass in fre^m the h ircin flies, 
Nor bends on woman's foi in his e^es , 

1 he unwonted chase each liour employ s. 
Yet shires he not the hunter s ]oys 
Not thus was Hass in wont to lly 
Wlien Leila dwelt in his Serai 
Doth Leila there no longer dwell? 

1 hat tale c in only Hassaii tell 
Strange rumours in our eity say 
Upon tliat ev e she fled away 
When Hhainazan's last sun was set. 

And hashing from each minaret 
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Millions of lamps proclaimed the feast 
Of Bairam through the boundless East. 
'"I'was then she went as to the bath. 

Which Hassan vainly searched in wrath; 

For she was flown her master's rage 
In likeness of a Oeorgian page. 

And far beyond the Moslem's power 
Had wronged him with the faithless (Jiaour. 
Somewhat of this had Hassan deemed; 

But still so fond, so fair she seemed, 

Xoo well he trusted to the slave 
W'iiosc treachery deserved a grave: 

And on that eve had gone to mosque. 

And thence to feast in his kiosk. 

Such is the tale his Nubians tell. 

Who did not watch their charge too well; 
But others say, that on that night. 

By pale Phingari's trembling light. 

The Giaour u]>on his jet-black steed 
\\'as seen, but seen alone to speed 
W’^ith bloody spur along the shore. 

Nor maid nor page belund liiin bore. 


Her eye’s dark charm 'twere vain to tell. 
But gaze on that of the gazelle. 

It will assist thy fancy well ; 

As large, as languishingly dark. 

But soul beamed forth in every spark 
That darted from beneath tlie lid. 

Bright as the jewel of Giamschicl. 

Yea, Soul, and should our prophet say 
Tliat form was nought but breatliing cla^^ 
By Allah ! I vn ould answer nay ; 
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TTiough on Al-Sirat's arch I stood. 

Which totters o^er the fiery flood, 

Witli Paradise within my view. 

And all his Houris beckoning through. 

Oh I who young Leila's glance could read 
And keep that portion of his creed, 

'Which saith that woman is but dvist, 

A soulless toy for tyrant's lust? 

On her might Muftis gaze, and own 
That through her eye the Immortal shone ; 
On her fair clieek's unfading hue 
'The young pomegranate's blossoms strew 
Their bloom in blushes ever new; 

Her hair in hyacinthine flow. 

When left to roll its folds below. 

As midst her handmaids in the hall 
She stood superior to them all. 

Hath swept the marble where her feet 
Gleamed whiter than the mountain sleet 
Ere from the cloud tJiat gave it birth 
It fell, and caught one stain of earth. 

The cygnet nobly walks the water; 

So moved on earth Cirt'assia's daughter, 
Tlie loveliest bird of Franguestan ! 

As rears her crest the ruffled swan. 

And spurns the wave with wings of pride, 
W'hen pass the steps of stranger man 
Along the banks that bound her tide ; 
Th\is rose fair Leila's whiter neck: — 

Thus armed with beauty would she check 
Intrusion's glance, till folly's gaze 
Shrunk from the charms it meant to praise: 
Thus high and graceful as her gait; 

Her heart as tender to Ix-r mate ; 
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Her mate - stem Hassan, who was he? 
Alas ! that name was not for thee ! 


Stern Hassan hath a journey ta'en 
With twenty vassals in his train. 

Each armed, as best becomes a man. 

With aiqiicbuss and ata^han; 

The chief before, as decked for war. 

Bears in his belt the scimitar 
Stain’d with tlic best of Amaut blood. 

When 'n the pass the rebels stood, 

And few retuined to t('ll the tale 
Of what befell in Parne’s vale. 

The pis tv is which his girdle* bore 
Were those that once a pasha wore, 

Which still, though gemmed and bossed with gold 
Even robbers tremble to behold. 

'Tis said lie goes to woo a bride 
More true than her who left his side: 

The faithless slave tliat broke her bower. 

And — worse tlian faithless — for a Giaour! 


"I'he sun's last rays arc on the hill, 
And sparkle in the fountain rill, 

Whose welcome waters, cool and clear, 
Oraw blessings from the mountaineer: 
Here may the loitering merchant Greek 
Find that repose 'tw^erc vain to seek 
In c'ities lodged too near his lord, 

And trembling for his secret hoard — 
Here may he rest where none can see. 

In crowds a slave, in deserts free ; 
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And with forbidden wine may stain 
1 he bowl a VIoslem must not dram 

"1 he foremost laitai s in the g: ip. 
Conspicuous b 3 his yellow eip, 

Xhe rest in lengtht ning line the wniU 
Wind slowly thi ough tlu long dr fih 
Above, tile mountain leai s a peaK 
Where vultures whet the thirsty be iK, 

And then s in ly be i fc ist tonight. 

Shall tempt the m down eie nioiiow s hgl t 
Beneath, a Ti\ei s wintiy stte iin 
JIas sill unk beloie the summer be im, 

A.nd left itliinnel blc ik ind hue, 

Save shiubs that spring to peiish there 
Lach side the midway path there 1 ly 
Small bioken crags of gi anite gi ey 
By time, or mount iin lightning, i iven 
r rom summits clad in mists of heaxen 
tor where is he that h ith beheld 
TL he peak of I lakui a un\ c dec! ^ 

"they leacli the giov^. of j:)ine at last 
'Bisrnillah* now the peiil s past. 

For yondei \iew the opening plain. 

And theic we 11 prick out steeds amain 
i he Chiaus spake , and as he said, 

A bullet wliistled o ei his head. 

The foremost 1 artar bites the gi omul ' 
Scarce had they time to i heek the lein, 
Swift from then steeds the riders bound. 
But three sliall nevei mount again 
Unseen the foes that gave the wound. 

The dying ask revenge in vain 
72 



THE GIAOUR 


With Steel unsheathed, and carbine bent. 
Some o'er their courser's harness leant. 
Half sheltered by the steed ; 

Some fly beliind the nearest rock. 

And there await the coming shock. 

Nor tamely stand to bleed 
Heneath tlie shaft of foes unseen, 

\Vho darci not <\u\t their cra^g^y screen. 
Stern Hassan only from his horse 
J^isdains to light, and keeps his course, 
fieiy Hashes in tlje van 
Proclai' \ too .suit' tlie rohber-elan 
1 lave well secured the only wa^'^ 

C^ould now avail the promised prey; 
"I'hen cufied his very beard with ire. 

And glared his eye with liercer fire; 

' Uliough far and ncvir the bullets hi.ss, 
I've 'scaped a l)loodier hour than thi>.’ 
And now the foe tludr co^ ert quit. 

And call his vassals to submit; 

Hut Ilassan's frown and furious word 
Are dreaded more than hostile sword. 
Nor of his little band a man 
Resigned carbine or ataghan. 

Nor raised tlie craven cry, Amauzi ^ 

In fuller sight, more near and ncvir, 

"I'he lately ambushed foes appear. 

And, issuing from the grove, advance 
Some who on battle-<'harger prance. 
Who leads them on wuth foreign brand. 
Far flashing in his red right hand^ 

' '"Fis he! 'tis he! I know him now ; 

I know him by his pallid brow' ; 
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1 know him by the evil eye 
That aids his envious treachery; 

I know him by his jet-black barb : 

1'hough now arrayed m Arnaut garb. 

Apostate from his own vile faith. 

It shall not save him from tlie death 
’Tis he T well met in any hour. 

Lost J^eila's lovt , ac< urscd Oiaoiii * ' 

\s rolls the river into ocean. 

In sable toiient wildly streaming, 

\s the sea-tidc's opj>osing motion. 

In azuie column pioudly gleaming. 

Beats bai k tlie cuiient many a rood. 

In culling loam and mingling flood. 

While eddying whiil, and breaking wave. 
Roused bj, the blast of wintei, rave, 

'^Ihrough spaikling spraj^ in thundering clash, 
'I he lightnings of the wateis flash 
In awful vv^hitencNs o ti the shore, 

That shines and shakes bciu ith the loar, 

T hus — as the stream *uid ocean gicct. 

With waves that madden as they meet — 

T hus join the bands, whom mutual wrong. 
And fate, and fury, drive along 
The bukering sabres^ shivering jai , 

And pealing wide or ringing neax 
Its echoes on the throbbing eai , 

The deathshot hissing from afar ; 

The shock, the shout, the groan of war. 
Reverberate along that vale. 

More suited to the shepherd's tale ■ 

Though few the numbers ~ theirs the strife, 
Tliat neither spares nor speaks for life ^ 
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Ah ! fondly youthful hearts can press, 

Xo seize and share the dear caress ; 

But love itself could never pant 
For all that beauty sighs to grant 
With half the fervour hate bestows 
Upon the last embrace ot foes, 

W^hen grappling in the fight they fold 
Those arms that ne'er shall lose their hold 
Friends meet to part; love laughs at faith; 
True foes, once met, are joined till death! 

sabre shiv^cred to the hilt. 

Yet di ipping with the blood he spilt; 

Yet strained wntliin the severed hand 
Which eiiivers round that faithless brand; 
His turlian far behind him rolled. 

And cleft in twain its firmest fold; 

His flowing robe by falchion torn. 

And (rinison as tliose elouds of morn 
That, streaked with dusky red, portend 
Xlie day shall have a stormy end; 

A stain on eveiy bush that bore 
A fragment of his palampore 
His breast with wounds unnumbered riven 
His back to earth, his face to lieav en. 
Fallen Hassan lies — his unedosed eye 
Yet lowering on his enemy. 

As if the hour that sealed his fate 
Surviving Ic'ft his quenchless hate; 

And o'er him bends* that foe with brow' 

As dark as his that bled below. 

'Yes, Leila sleeps beneath the wave. 

But his shall be a redder grave ; 
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Her spirit pointed well tlie steel 
Which taught that felon heart to feel 
He called the Prophet, but his power 
Was vain against the \ engeful Giaour 
He called on Allah — but the word 
\iose unliccdcd or unheard 
Thou Payniin looP could Leila's pia;yi i 
Be passed, and thine accoided there ^ 

I watched my time, I leagued with these. 

The traitor in his turn to seize. 

My wrath is wre iked, the deed is done. 

And now I go — but go alone ' 

Ihe blow sing eamels bells aie tinkling 
His mothei looked from hei lattice high — 

She saw the dews of eve be spi inkling 
Tlie pasture giecn beneath hei eye. 

She saw the planets faintly twinkling 
' Pis twilight — sure his train is nigh 
She could not icst in the garden-bowei , 

But gazed through the gi ate of his stcc pest tow er 
Why comes he not? his steeds are flee t. 

Nor shrink tlu y tioni the summer heat 
Why sends not the bi idc grc:)c^m his promised 
gift? 

Is his heart more cold, oi his bai b less swift? 

Oh, false reproaeh ’ 3 on 1 ai tar now 
Has gained our nearest mountain’s brow, 

\nd warily the steep descends, 

\nd now within the valley bends. 

And he bears the gift at his saddle bow - 
How could I deem his courser slow? 

Bight well my laigess shall repay 
His welcome speed, and weary way ' 
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The Tartar lighted at the gate. 

But scarce upheld his fainting weight ! 

His swarthy visage spake distress. 

But this might be from weariness; 

Jlis garb with sanguine spots was dyed. 
But these might be from his courser’s side 
He drew tlie token from his vest — 

Angel of Death ! ’tis Hassaji's cloven crest 
His calpac rent — his caftan red — 

‘Lady, a fearful bride thy son hath wed: 
Me, not from mcrc^^ did t]>e3^ spare, 
this empurpled pledge to bear. 

IVace to tlie brave! wJiose blood is spdt- 
W’oe to tlie Cdaour! b)r liis the guilt.’ 

A turban carve d in coarsest stone \ 

A pillar with rank weeds o'crgrowri, 
Whereon can now’ he scarcely read 
I'he Koran verse that mourns tlie deail, 
Point out tlie spot where llassan fell 
A victim in that lonely dell, 
lliere sleeps as true an C^smanlie 
As e'er at Mecca bent the knee; 

As ever scorned forbidden w ine. 

Or }>rayed with face towards the shrine. 

In orisons resumed anew 
At solemn sound of ‘ Allah Hu ! ’ 

^"et died he by a stranger’s hand. 

And stranger in his nati\ e land ; 

^'ct died he as in arms lie stood. 

And una\'engc’d, at least in hlood. 

But him the maids of Paradise 

Impatient to their halls invite. 

And the dark Heaven of Houris' e^^es 

On liim shall glance for ever hriglit; 
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They come — their kerchiefs green they wave. 
And welcome with a kiss the brave ! 

Who falls in battle 'gainst a Giaour 
Is worthiest an immortal boAver. 


But thou, false Infidel ! shalt writfie 
Beneath avenging Monkir's scythe ; 

And from its torment 'scape alone 
To wander round lost Eblis’ throne; 

And fire unquenched, unquenchable. 
Around, within, tliy heart shall dwell ; 

Nor ear c an hear nor tongue can tell 
The tortures of that inward hell! 

But first, on earth as vampire sent, 

Thy corse shall from its tomb be rent: 
Then ghastly haunt thy native place, 

And suck the blood of all thy race ; 

There from thy daughter, sister, w ife. 

At midnight drain the stream of life; 

Yet loathe the banquet which pei force 
Must feed thy livid living corse : 

Thy victims ere they yet expire 
Shall know the demon for their sire. 

As cursing thee, thou cursing tliem. 

Thy flowers are withered on the stem. 

But one that for thy crime must fall. 

The youngest, most beloved of all. 

Shall bless thee with a father's name — 

"lliat word shall wrap thy heart in flame ! 

Y et must tliou end thy task, and mark 
Her cheek's last tinge, her eye's last spark. 
And the last glassy glance must view 
Which freezes o'er its lifeless blue ; 
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Then with unhallowed hand shalt tear 
T'he tresses of her yellow hair. 

Of which in life a lock when shorn 
Attection's fondest pledge was worn. 

But now is borne away by thee, 

Alemorial of thine agony ! 

Wet with thine own best blood shall drip 
"J hy gnashing tooth and haggard lip; 
Then stalking to thy sullen grave, 

Cji> — and with Cxouls and Afrits rave; 

Till these in horror shrink away 
r^om spectre more accursed than they^ 


‘ How name ye yon lone C'aUiyer? 

His fc..tures I have scanned before 
In mine own land: ’tis many a year. 
Since, dashing by the lonely shore, 

I saw him urge as fleet a stewed 
As ever served a horseman's need. 

But once I saw tliat fates y^t then 
It w^as so marked witli inward pain, 

I 1 ould not pass it by again; 

It breathes the same dark spirit now, 
^\s death were stanit>ed upon liis brow. 


‘ ’ ris twice three years at summer tide 
Since first among our freres he came ; 
And here it soothes him to abide 

For some dark deed he will not name. 
But never at our vesper prayer. 

Nor e'er before confession chair 
Kneels he, nor recks he when arise 
Incense or anthem to the skies, 
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But broods within his cell alone. 

His faith and race alike unknown. 

The sea from Paynini land he crost. 

And here ascended from the coast ; 

Vet seems he not of Othman race. 

But only Christian in his face: 

I'd judge him some stiay renegade. 
Repentant of the change he made. 

Save that he shuns our holy shrine. 

Nor tastes the sacred bread and wine 
Oreat laigess to tliese walls lie brought. 
And thus our abbot's favour bought; 

But were I pi ior, not a day 

Should brook such stranger’s furtliei stay. 

Or pent within our peiianc(* cell 

Should doom him there for aye to dwell 

JVfuch in his visions mutters he 

Of maiden whelmed beneath the sea; 

Of sabres clashing, foemcn flying. 
Wrongs avenged, and Moslem dying 
On cl if! lie hath been known to stand. 

And rave as to some bloody hand 
Presh severed from its parent limb. 
Invisible to all but him, 

'Which beckons onv\ard to his giave. 

And lures to leap into the wave 


Dark and uneai thly is the scowl 
That glares beneath his dusky c'owl: 
The flash of that dilating eye 
Reveals too muc'h of tunes gone by; 
Though varying, indistinct its hue. 
Oft will 1 lis glance tlie gazer rue, 
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For in it lurks that nameless spell. 

Which speaks, itself unspeakable, 

A spirit yet unqucllcd and high, 

Tliat claims and keeps ascendency; 

And like the bird wliose pinions (piake, 

13ut cannot fly the gazing snake, 

Will others quail Ix^neath his look, 

Nf)r \scape tlic glance tlioy scarce can brook 
iM'om him the half-atlVighted friar 
Wlien met alone would fain retire. 

As if that eye and bitter smile 
1 rinsferred to (jthers fear and guile. 

Not otl to smile descendeth he, 

.Vnd when lie doth 'tis sad to see 
That he but mocks at misery. 

How that pale lip wdll curl and qui\^'r' 

Tlien fix once more as if for ewer; 

As if his sorrow or disdain 
Forbade him e’er to smile again. 

Well were it so — sucli gl lastly mirth 
From jov«iunce ne’er <lerived its birth. 

Hut sadder still it w ere to trace 
What once were feelings in lliat face: 
d ime hatli not yet the features fixed. 

But brighter trails w ith e\ il mixed ; 

And there arc hues not always faded, 

Which speak a mind not all degraded 
Even by the crimes through which it waded, 
d'he common crowd but see tlie gloom 
Of wayward deeds, and fitting doom ; 

The close observer can espy 
A noble soul, and lineage high: 
x\las! though both bestow^ed in vain. 

Which grief could change, and guilt could stain, 
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It was no vnlgar tenement 
Xo which such lofty gifts were lent. 

And still with little less tlian dread 
On such the sight is riveted. 

The roofless cot, decayed and rent. 

Will scarce delay the passer-by ; 

The tower by war or tempest bent, 

'While yet may frow'ii one battlement. 

Demands and daunts the stranger's eye; 

Each ivied arcli, and pillar lone, 

Pleads haughtil3^ for glories gone* 

'flis floating robe aiound him folding. 

Slow sweeps he through the columned aish't’ 
With dre ad beheld, with gloom beholding 
The rites that sanctify the pile 
But when the anthem shakes the choir. 

And kneel the monks, his steps retire; 

By yonder lone and wavering torch 
His aspect glares within the porc'h ; 

There will he pause till all is done — 

And hear the prayer, but utter none 
See — by the half-illumined wall 
His hood fly back, his daik hair fall. 

That pale brow wildly wreathing round, 

As if the Cjorgon there had bound 
The sables t of the serjxinl-braid 
That o'er her fearful forehead strayed: 

For he declines the convent oath 

And leaves tliosc^ locks unhallowed grow^th. 

But wears our garb in all beside ; 

And, not from piety but pride. 

Gives wealth to walls that never heai d 
Of his one holy vow nor word. 
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Lo ! — mark ye, as the harmony 
Peals louder praises to die sky. 

That livid cheek, that stony air 
Of mixed defiance and despair * 

Saint Francis, keep liim from the shrine! 
Else may we dread the wrath divine 
Made manifest by awful sign. 

If evenp¥vil angel bore 

The form of inoital, such he wore. 

By all my hope of sins forgiven. 

Such looks are not of eartli nor heaven! ' 

.'So Icjv c the softest hearts are prone, 

Hat such can ne'ei bc^ all his own; 

Too timid in his vve^es to share. 

Too meek to meet, or brave despair; 

And sterner hearts alone may feel 
The wound that time c'aii never hc'al 
T he 1 ugged metal of the mine. 

Must bum before its surlace shme, 

But plunged witliin the fui iiace-flamts 
It bends and melts — though still the same 
"I'hen tempered to thy vv ant, or will, 
'Twill serve thee to defend or kill ; 

A bi east-plate* for thine hour of need. 

Or blade to bid thy focman blted; 

But it a dagger's form it bear. 

Let those who shape its edge, beware! 
Thus passiem's fire, and woman's art. 

Can turn and tame the stonier heart ; 
From these its form and tone are ta'en. 
And what they make it, must remain. 

But break — before it bend alWfi- 
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If solitude succeed to grief. 

Release from pain is slight relief ; 

^riie vacant bosom’s wilderness 
Might thank the pang that made it less. 
^\^e loathe what none are left to share : 
Even bliss — 'twere woe alone to bear; 

The lieart once left thus desolate 
Must fly at last for ease — to hate. 

It is as if the dead could feel 
The icy w’orm around them steal. 

And shudder, as the reptiles creep 
To revel o’er their rotting sleep, 

\Vithout the power to scare away 
The cold consumers of their clay ! 

It is as if the desert-bird. 

Whose beak unlocks lier bosom's stre am 
To still her fainislied nestlings’ scream. 
Nor mourns a life to them triinsferred. 
Should rend her rash devoted breast. 

And find them flown her empty nest. 

The keenest pangs the wretched find 
Are rapture to the dreary void. 

The leafless desert of the mind. 

The waste of feelings unemployed. 

Who would be doomed to gaze upon 
A sky without a cloud or sun.^^ 

I^ss hideous far the tempest's roar 
Than ne'er to brave the billows more — 
"I'hrown, w'hen the war of winds is o'er, 

A lonely w^rcck on fortune's shore, 

'Mid sullen calm, and silent bay. 

Unseen to drop by dull decay; — 

Better to sink beneath the shock 
'I'han moulder piecemeal on the rock ! 
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' Father ! thy days have passed in peace, 

'Mid counted beads, and countless prayer; 
To bid the sins of others cease, 

Tliyself without a crime or care. 

Save transient ills that all must bear. 

Has been thy lot from youth to age ; 

And thou wilt bless thee from the rage 
Of passions fierce and uncontrolled. 

Such as thy penitents unfold. 

Whose secret sins and snvrows rest 
Within thy j:>ure and pitying breast. 

\iy days, lliougli few, have passed below 
111 much of joy, but more of woe; 

still in hours of love or strife, 

Fve 'scapf’d the weariness of life : 

Now leagued with friends, now girt by foes, 
I loathed tlie huiguor of repose. 

Now nothing left to love or liate. 

No more with hojx' or pride elate, 

1\1 rather he the thing that crawis 
"Most noxious o’er a dungeon's w alls, 
i lian }:»ass 1113^ dull, unvarying da^'^s, 
C’ondemned to meditate and gaze. 

Yet, lurks a wish within npy breast 
For rcsst - l)ut not to feel tis rest. 

Soon shall i^iy fate tliat wish fulfil; 

And 1 shall sice]:) without the dream 
Of what I was, and w^ould he still, 

Oark as to thee my deeds may seem: 

\Iy memory now is hut the tomb 
Of joys long dead; m^’^ hope, their doom: 
liiough better to have died with those 
1 hail bear a life of lingering woes. 
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My spirit shrunk not to sustain 
Xhe searching throes of ceaseless pain ; 

Nor sought the self-accorded grave 
Of ancient fool and modem knave 
Yet death I have not feared to meet. 

And the field it had been sweet. 

Had danger wooed me on to move 

The slave of glory, not of love 

I've braved it — not for lionour's boast, 

I smile at laurels won or lost. 

To such let others carve their way. 

For high lenovvn, oi hireling pay 
But place again before my c\es 
Aught that I deem a wortliy pi ize — 

Xhe maid I love, the man I hate. 

And I will hunt the steps of fate, 

Xo save or slay, as these requiie, 

"1 hrough rending steel, and rolling fire 
Nor needest thou doubt tins speech from one 
Who would but do — what he /ia//i done 
Death is but what the haughty biave, 

Xhe weak must btai, the wiclch must cra\c 
Then let life go to him who gave 
I have not quailed to dangei s biow 
When high and happy — need I nozv ^ 


' I loved her. Friar I nay, adoied — 

But these are words that all can use — 
I proved it more in deed than woid. 
There's blood upon that dinted sword, 
A stain its steel can never lose 
' Fwas shed for her, who died for me. 

It warmed the heart of one abhorred 
Nay, start not -■ no — nor bend thy knee. 
Nor midst my sms such a<.t record; 
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Thou wilt absolve me from the deed» 

For hfe was hostile to thy creed! 

The very name of Nazarene 
Was wormwood to his Paynim spleen. 
Ungrateful fool 1 since but for brands 
Well wielded in some hardy hands. 

And wounds by Oalileans given — 

The surest pass to T.'urkish heaven — 

For him his Houris still might wait 
Impatient at tlie Prophet’s gate. 

I loved her ~ love will find its way 
IMroiigh paths where wolves would fear to prey; 
And it It dares enough, 'twere hard 
If passion met not some reward — 

No matter how, or where, or wdiy, 

I did not vainly seek, nor sigh: 

Yet sometimes, witli remorse, in vain 
I wish she had not loved again. 

She died - 1 dare not tell th<*e how; 

But look - ’tis written on my brow! 

"inhere read of C’ain tlie curse and crime. 

In iliaracters unvNorn by time: 

Still, ere tliou dost condemn me, pause; 

Not mine the act, though I the cause. 

Yet did he hut what I had done 
Had she been false to mca*c* than one. 

Faithless to him, he gave the blow; 

But true to me, I laid him low : 

How'^e'er deserved her doom might be, 

Her tiTMchery was truth to me; 

To me she gav^e her heart, that all 
Which tyranny can ne’er cmthi al; 

And I, alas! too late to save! 

Yet all I then could give, 1 gave, 

’Twas some relief, our foe a grav^e. 
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His death sits lightly; but her fate 

Has made me — what thou well mayest iiate. 

His doom was sealed — he knew it wxdl. 
Warned by the voice of stern Xalieer, 

Deep in whose darkly boding car 
Xhe deathshot pealed of murder near. 

As filed the troop to where they fell ’ 

He died too in the battle broil, 

A time tliat heeds nor j>ain nor toil; 

One cry to NIalioiiict for aid. 

One prayer to Ailali all he made: 

He Ivnew'^ and crossed me in the fray — 

I gazed upon him where he lay. 

And watched his spirit ebb away: 

Xhough pierced like pard by hunters’ steel. 
He felt not half tliat now 1 led. 

I searched, but vainly seat died, to Mnd 
Xhe workings of a woundc^d mind; 

Each feature of that sulk^n corse 
Betrayed his rage*, but no rc^inorse. 

Oh, what had vengeance giv^en to trace 
Despair upon his dying face ^ 
llie late repentance of that hour. 

When penitence hath lost lier power 
Xo tear one terror from the grav^e. 

And will not soothe, and cannot save. 


'U'he cold in clime are cold in blood, 

Xheir love can scarce deserve the name; 
But mine was like a lava flood 

Xhat boils in Etna's breast of flame 
I cannot prate in puling strain 
Of lady e-love, and beauty's chain: 
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If changing check, and scorching vein. 
Lips taught to writhe, but not complain. 
If bursting heart, and maddening brain. 
And daring deed, and vengeful steel, 

/Viid all tliat I have felt, and feel, 

Hctokcn love -- tliat lov'e was mine. 

And sliown by rnimy a bittei' i>ign. 

' ris true, I c<iuld not whine nor sigii, 

I Knew but to obtain or die. 

I die — but hr'^t 1 hav'e pcissesse*!, 

\nd come vvliat may, I bles:>ed 

Shall I the doom I sought upbraid? 

Nti M'ft of all, yet undismayi'd 
l^ut for tlie tlioLight of I.eila slain, 

( I'ive mc‘ tlie pleasure with the pain. 

So woul • I liv'c and lo\ e again. 

I grieve, but not, my holy guide ! 

Lor him wlio dies, but her who died: 

She sleejis licnccttli the wandering wa\ t' - 
Ah ! had she but an earthly grave, 
d’liis brc‘aking lieart and throbbing head 
Should seek and share her narrow he'd 
She was a form of life and light, 
d'hat, seen, hccanie a part of sight; 

^Vnd rose, where't'r I turnt'd mine eye, 
"I’he morning-star of menior 3 '! 


‘ 'S'es, love indexed is light from heaven ; 

A spark of that immortal fire 
W"ith angels shared, by Allah given, 

Lo lift from earth our low desire. 
Oevolion wafts the mind above. 

Hut lleav’^en itself descends in love; 

A feeling from the Oodhead cauglit, 

"Lo wean from self each sordid thought; 
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A ray of him who formed the whole ; 

A glory circling round the soul ! 

1 grant my love imperfect, all 
That mortals by the name miscall ; 

Then deem it evil, what thou wilt; 

But say, oh say, hers was not guilt! 

She was my life's unerring light. 

That qucnclied, what beam shall bieak m 3 ^ night? 
Oh^ would it slione to lead mo still. 

Although to death or deadliest ilP 
Why marvel ye, if they who lose 
This present ]oy, this futuic hope. 

No more with soiiow meekly ct)pe; 

In phrensy then their fate ac^ use. 

In madness do those feartul deeds 
That seem to add but guilt to woe^ 

Alas * the breast that mly bleeds 

Hath nought to diead from outwaid blow ; 
Who falls fiom all he Imows ol bliss, 

Cares little into what abyss 
Fieicc as tlie gloomy vultuie's now 
To thee, old man, my^ deeds appear. 

I read abhorrence on thy blow, 

And this too was I born to heai ^ 

'Tis true, tliat, like that biid of pi ey. 

With havock have I maiked my way. 

But this was taught me by the dove. 

To die — and know no second love. 

This lesson yet hath man to learn, 

Tauglit by tlie thing he dares to spvirn: 

The bird that sings within the brake. 

The swan that swims upon the lake, 

One mate, and one alone, will take. 

And let the fool still prone to range. 

And sneer on all who cannot change, 
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Partake his jest with boasting boys ; 

I envy not his v’^aried joys. 

But deem such feeble, heartless man. 

Less than yon solitary swan; 

Far, far beneath the shallow maid 
He left belie\ ing and betrayed 
Such shame at least was never mine — 
Leila ^ each thought was only thine ^ 

My good, my guilt, my weal, nw woe. 
My ho}5e on high — my all beh^w 
Karth liolds no othei like to thee, 

C^r, if It doth, in vain for me. 

For ''voilds I daic not view the chime 
Hesembling thee, ^ct not the same 
Xhe^ vciy crimes that mar my youth, 

Xhis of dc*ath — attest my ti uth ^ 

' 1 is all too late — thou wert, thou ai t 
he chciislicd madness ot my hc^rt^ 

' And sIk was lc')st — and yet I breatlu d. 
But not the bieatli ol luiman liii. 

A serpe’iit i ound my lie ai t was vvicathcd. 
And stung my evei^ thought to stt ife 
Alike all time, abhorred all place, 
Shuddei ing I shiunk f i om Natuie's lace. 
When t cveiy hue thatc^'aimed before 
"I he blac kness ot niy bosom woie 
Xhe rest thou dost already know, 
x\iid all Illy sms, and half my v\ oe 
But talk nc^ more of penitence; 

Xhou sec'st I scM>n shall part from lienee. 
And if thy holy tale w ei e true, 

"I he deed that's done canst thou undo ^ 
Xhink me not thankless — but this grie f 
Looks not to priesthood for relief 
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My sours estate in secret guess : 

But wouldst thou pity more, say less. 

When thou canst bid my Leila live. 

Then will I sue thee to forgive ; 

Then plead my cause in that high place 
W^here purchased masses proffer grace. 

Go, when the hunter's fiand hath wrung 
From forest-<.'ave her shrieking young. 

And calm the lonely lioness : 

But soothe not — mock not 7ny distress! 

^ |n earlier days, and calmer liours. 

When heart with heart delights to blend. 
Where bloom my native valley's bovvers 
1 had — Ah! have I now? — a fiiend ^ 

Xo him this pledge I charge thee send. 
Memorial of a youthful v ovv ; 

I would remind him of iny end: 

Xhough souls absorbed like mine allow 
Brief thought to distant friendship's claim. 
Yet dear to him my blighted name. 

'Tis strange — he prophesied my doom. 

And I have smiled — I then could smile - 
W'hen prudence would his voice assume. 
And warn — I recked not what - the v\hile 
But now remembrance w'hispers o'er 
Xhose accents scarcely marked before. 

Say — that his bodings came to pass. 

And he will start to hear their truth. 

And wish his words had not been sooth: 
Xcdl him, unheeding as I was, 

Through many a busy bitter scene 
Of all our golden youth had been, 
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In pain, my faltering tongue had tried 
Xo bless his memory ere I died; 

But Heaven in wrath would turn away. 

If guilt sliould for the guiltless pray. 

I do not ask him not to blame. 

Too gentle he to wound my name ; 

And what have I to do with fame? 

1 do not ask him not to mourn. 

Such cold recjuest might sound like scorn 
And what tlian friends! lip's manly tear 
XT ay better grace a brother's !>ier? 

But hc. 4 .r tliis ring, his own of f>ld. 

And tell liim - wliat thou dost behold! 
"I'he withered frame, the ruined mind. 
The V 1 a< I by passion le ft l>ehind, 

A shri\elled scroll, a scattered leaf, 
Searc-d by the autumn bhist of grief! 


* Tc-ll me no more of fanc 3 ^\s glc^am, 

Xo, father, no, 'twas not a dream; 

Alas! the dreamer first mu.'>t sleep, 

1 only watclied, and wislied to weep; 
But could not, for my burning brow 
Tlirobl^ed to the ver^^ br.nn as now : 

I wislied but for lx single tear. 

As sometliing welc'ome, new, tuid dear; 
1 wished it then, I wish it still; 

Oespair is stronger than 1113 '^ will. 
Waste not thinc' orison, desj^air 
!s mightier than thy pious pra 3 "er: 

I would nor, if I might, be blest; 

1 want no paradise, but rest. 
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'Xwas then, I tell thee, father! then 
I saw her; yes, she lived again; 

And shining in her white symar. 

As through yon pale grey cloud tlie star 
Which now 1 gaze on, as on her. 

Who looked and looks tar lovelier; 
Dimly I view its trembling spark ; 
Xoniorrow's night shall be more dark; 
And I, before its rays appear. 

That lifeless thing the living fear 
I wander, father! for my soul 
Is fleeting towards the final goal 
I saw her, friar! and I rose 
Korgetful of our former woes ; 

And rushing from my couch, I dart. 

And < lasj> her to my desperate heart: 

I clasp — what is it that I clasp r 
No breathing form within my grasp. 

No heal t that beats reply to imne. 

Vet, Leila ! yet the form is thine * 

And art thou, dearest, changed so much. 
As meet my eye, yet mock my tout h ^ 

Ah! were thy beauties e'er so cold, 

I care not; so my arms enfold 
The all they ever wished to hold 
Alas ! around a shadow prest. 

They shrink upon my lonely bieasi; 

Vet still 'tis there! In silence stands. 

And beckons with beseecliing hands » 
With braided hair, and bright black eye - 
I knew 'twas false — she c'ould not die * 
But he is dead ! within the dell 
I saw him buried where he fell, 

He comes not, for he c'annot break 
From earth; why then art thou awake 
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They told me wild waves rolled above 
Tlie face I view, the form I love ; 

Xhey told me — *twas a hideous tale ! 

I’d tell it, but i7iy tongue would fail: 

If true, and from thine ocean-cave 
"rhou corn’st to claim a calmer grave; 
C>h ! pass thy dewy fingers o’er 
'riiis brow that tlien will bum no more ; 
Or place lliem on my liopelcss l^eart; 
Hut, sliape or shade* thou art. 

In inei*<'y ne’er again depart! 

Or fartlier with tiiee bear my soul 
''I'lian xviiids can waft or waters roll! 

'Such IS niy name, and siu li my tale. 

Oonfessor * to thy secret ear 
1 breatlie the son ovvs I bc*\vail. 

And tluiiiK thee for the generoie tear 
"rhis glazing eyc‘ tonic! nc\ er shed. 
Then lay me with tlu^ huinhlt*st dead. 
And, save the' cross abo\ e my head. 

Be neitlier name nor emblem spread, 

B^^ pi'ying stranger tt> bc' read. 

Or stay tlic* passing pilgrim’s tread.’ 

llt‘ passed - nor of his name' and race 
Hath left a token or a truce. 

Save what the father must nc^t say 
Who shrivt'd him on his dying day: 
This broken tale was all w^e knew 
Of her he hived, or him he slew. 
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T I s done - but yesterday a King ’ 

And aimed kings to stiivc - 
And now thou ait a naiiu U ss thing 
So abject — yet ali\e ^ 

L tins the man of thous intl tin oik s, 

Who strc\\cd oin eirth with hostile l)one:> 
And c an lie thus sui \ i\ c 
Smee he, miscalled the Moi rung St u , 

Koi man noi fund h ith f illt n so fai 


Ill-minckd man’ wli} ^(oingc thj I ind 
Who bowed so love the 
By gazing on thjself giown blind 
Thou taughtest the icst to see 
With nnglit unc|Ucstioncd — powci to sa\e 
1 hine only gift h ith i;ecn tlie gi ave, 

'1 o those that woi shippc d thee . 

Nor till thy fall could moitals gue>s 
Ambition s less than httUricss’ 


T hanks for th it lesson it w ill te u li 
To afUi-Wdiiiors inoie, 

Than high philosophy can pi each 
And vainly pi c ac hed be foi e 
1 hat spell upon tlic minds of men 
Breaks never to unite again, 

That led tlicm to adore 
"1 hose Pa god things of sabie-swaj , 
With fronts of brass, and feet of clay 
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The triumph, and the vanity. 

The rapture of the strife — 

The earthquake voice of victory. 

To thee the breatli of life; 

The sword, the sceptre, and that sway 
W'^hich man seemed made but to obey. 
Wherewith renown w'as rite — 

All quelled! - IDark Spirit! what must be 
'rhe madness of tliy memory! 

"I’lie dosolator desolate ^ 

1 he victor overthrown ’ 

'I'ht" cii niic'r of others' fate 
A suj^pliant for his own ’ 

Is it some' yet inipei'ial lu>i^e, 

'lliat witJi sucli charig;c can calmly i ope ' 
Or dread of deatli alone ^ 

To die a prince — or li\c- a slave — 

'rh\' choic'e is most ignobly brave' 

lie w iio (.>f old \\c:>uld rend the oak. 

Orc*amed not of tlie rebound; 

C'haiiicd by the trunk he vainly bioke — 
Alone -- how lookc^<l he* round ^ 

Thou, in the sternness of thy strength, 

\n c'ciual ck‘ed hast done at lengtli, 

/Vnd darker fate hast found. 

He fell, the forest piowlcrs' prey. 

Hut tlit>u must c'at tliy lieart awa\ 

The Roman, w^lien his binning lu'art 
Was slaked wdth blood of Rome, 
Threw’^ down the dagger — dared depart. 
In savage grandeur, home. 
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He dared depart in utter scorn 
Of men that such a yoke had borne. 

Yet left Iiim such a doofici ! 

His only glorj^ was that hour 
Of self-upheld abandoned power. 

The Spaniard, when the lust Of sway 
Had lost its quickening spell. 

Cast crowns for rosaries away. 

An empire for a c ell ; 

A strict accountant of his beads, 

A subtle disputant on ci eeds. 

His dotage trifled well : 

Y et better had he neither known 
A bigot's shrine, nor despot's tlirone. 

But thou — from thy reluc tant iiand 
The thunderbolt is wrung — 

Too late thou leavest the high command 
To which thy weakness clung; 

All evil spirit as thou art. 

It IS enough to grieve the heart 
To see thine own unstrung; 

To think that Clod's fair world hath been 
The footstool of a thing so mean ; 

And earth hath spilt her blood for him. 
Who thus can hoard his own • 

And monarchs bowed the trembling limb. 
And thanked him for a throne ^ 

Fair freedom ^ we may hold thee dear. 
When thus thy mightiest foes their fear 
In humblest guise have shown. 

Oh ^ ne'er may tyrant leave behind 
A bright name to lure mankind * 
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Thine evil deeds are writ, in gore. 

Nor written thus in vain — 

Thy triungiphs tell of fame no more. 

Or deepen every stain : 

If thou hadst died as honour dies. 

Some new Napoleon might arise. 

To shame the world again — 

But who would soar the solar height. 

To set in such a starless night? 

Weighed in the balance, hero dust 
Ic vile as vulgar clay; 

Thy scales, mortality! are just 
To all that pass away : 

But yet inetliovight the living great 
Some higher sparks should animate. 

To dazzle and dismay: 

Nor deemed contempt could thus make mirth 
Of these, the conquerors of tlie eartli. 

And she, proud Austria's mournlul flower. 
Thy still imperial bride; 

How bears her breast the torturing hour ? 

Still clings she to tliy side ? 

Must she too bend, must she too share 
"I'hy late ref>entance, long despair. 

Thou tlironeless homicide? 

If still she loves thee, hoard that gem; 

'Tis worth thy vanished diadem! 

Then haste thee to tliy sullen isle. 

And gaze upon the sea; 

That element may meet thy smile — 

It ne'er w^as ruled by thee! 
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Or trace with thine ail idle hand. 

In loitering mood upon the sand, 
n^hat earth is now as free I 
"That Corinth's pedagogue hath now 
Transferred his by-word to thy brow^ 

Thou Timour! in his captive's C£ige 
What thoughts will there be thine. 
While brooding in thy prisoned rage? 

But one ~ 'The world zaas mine! ' 
Unless, like he of Babylon, 

.All sense is with thy scepti e gone. 

Life will not long confine 
'"Bhat spirit poured so widely forth - 
So long obeyed — so little worth ^ 

Or, like the thief of fire from heaven. 
Wilt tliou withstand the shock ? 

And share with him, the unforgiven. 

His vulture and his rock! 

Poredoomed by Ciod — by rniui accurst. 
And that last act, tliougli not thy w orst. 
The very Piend's arch mock; 

He in his fall preserv^ed liis prid<s 
And, if a mortal, Iiad as proudly died! 

Tliere was a day — there w'^as an hour. 
While earth was Caul's — C^aul thine - 
When that immeasurable power 
Unsated to resign 
Had been an act of jjuror fame 
TJian gathers round Marengo's name 
And gilded thy decline. 

Through the long twilight of all time, 
He spite some passing clouds of crime'. 
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But thou forsootli must be a king 
And don the purple vest. 

As if that foolish robe could wring 
Remembrance from thy breast. 

W'here is that faded garment? where 
'I lie gewgaws thou wert fond to wear. 

The star, the string, the crest? 

Vain fro\vard cliild of empire! say. 

Are all thy playthings snaUlied aw'^ay? 

Where may the >\c‘arie*d eye repose, 

V\’'hc-n gazing on the great; 

Wliert‘ iicither guilt^^ V glows. 

Nor despicable staler 

Ves — One — the iirst — the last — the V>est — 
"I ihe C inciiuiatus of the West, 

^Vhom cTi\'y dared not hate, 

Hecjvieath tlic name of Washington, 

I'o make man blusli tlieie was but One I 


lOl 



MAZEPPA 


I 

'Twas after dread Pultowa's day. 

When fortune left the royal Swede — 
Around a slaughtered army lay. 

No more to combat and to bleed. 

The power and glory of the war. 

Faithless as their vain votaries, men, 

F(ad passed to the triumphant Czar, 

And Moscow's w^alls were safe again - 
Until a day more dark and drear. 

And a more memorable year. 

Should give to slaughter and to shame 
A mightier host and haughtier name; 

A greater wreck, a deeper fall, 

A shock to one — a thunderbolt to all. 

I I 

Such was the hazard of the die; 

The wounded Charles was taught to fly 
By day £ind night tlirough field and flood. 
Stained with his own and subjects' blood; 

For thousands fell that flight to aid : 

And not a voice was heard to upbraid 
Ambition in his humbled hour. 

When truth had nought to dread from pov/er. 
His horse was slain, and Gieta gave 
His own — and died the Russians' slave. 

This too sinks after many a league 
Of well sustained, but vain fatigue ; 
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And in tlie depth of forests darkling. 

The watch-fires in the distance sparkling — 
The beacons of surrounding foes -- 
A king must lay his limbs at lengtli. 

Are these the laurels and repose 
For which tlie nations strain their strength ? 
’'They laid him by a savage tree. 

In outworn nature's agony; 

His wounds were stiff, his limbs w^ere stark. 
The heavy hour was chill and dark; 

fever in his blood forbade 
A transient slumber's fitful aid: 

And thus it was ; but yet through all, 
Kinglike the monarch bore his fall. 

And mad< in ttiis extreme of ill. 

His ]>angs the vassals of his will : 

All silent and subdued were they. 

As once the nations round him lay. 

1 1 1 

A bajid of chiefs^ - alas * how lew. 

Since but tlie fleeting ot diiy 
Had tliiniied it; but this wreck was true 
And cliivalrous. upc*)!! the t lay 
Kach sate Iiirn dow^n, all sad and mute. 
Beside his monarch and liis steed; 

For danger le\cls man and brute. 

And all are fellows in their need. 

Among the rest, Mazeppa made 
His pillow in an old oak's shade — 

Himself as rough, and scarce less old. 

The Ukraine's hetman, calm and bold: 

But first, outspent with this long course, 
Tlie Cossack prince rubbed down his horse, 
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And made for him a leafy bed, 

And smoothed his fetlocks and his mane. 
And slacked liis girth, and strippt^d his rein. 
And joyed to see how well he fed; 

For until now he liad tl\e dread 
His wearied courser might refuse 
To browse beneath the midnight dews. 

But he w^as hardy as his lord. 

And little cared for bed and board ; 

But spirited and docile too. 

Whatever was to be done, would da 
Shaggy and swift, and stiong of liinl). 

All Tartar-1 ike he can led him ; 

Obeyed his voice, and ( amc‘ to tall. 

And knew' him in the midst of all 

Though thousands were aiound, - and night. 

Without a star, pui siu d lu i fhglit 

That steed from sunset until dawn 

His chief would follow like a fawn 

I V' 

Tliis done, JMazeppa s]>read his cloak. 

And laid his lance beneath his oak. 

Felt if his arms in order good 

The long day's niarih had w'cll withsto<^<l — 

If still the powder tilled the pan. 

And flints unloosened kept then lock ~ 

His sabre's hilt and scabbard felt. 

And whether they had chafed his belt ; 

And next the venerable man. 

From out his haversack and can. 

Prepared and spread his slender stoc 
^Vnd to the monarch and his men 
The whole or portion offered then 
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With far less of inquietude 
"I^lian courtiers at a banquet would. 

And Charles of this his slender sliare 
With smiles partook a moment there, 

"1\) force of cheer a greater show. 

And seem above both wounds and woe; — 
And tlien he said — 'C3f all our band. 

Though firm of heart and strong of hand, 

In skirmish, march, or forage, none 
Can less have said or more have done 
"I'lian thee, Ma/eppa! Cn the eartli 
So fit a pair had never birth. 

Since Alexander's days till now. 

As tliy Bucephalus ajid tl)ou : 

All Scyt-lii; 's fairie to thine should yield 
h'or pricking on o'er flood and flcdd.' 
iMazc‘ppa answered - '111 betide 
The scliooj whejcin I Jf‘arFied to ride! ' 

Quoth Cdiarlc-s — 'Old Hetman, wherefore so. 
Since thou hast learned the art so wxdl ? ' 
IMazejipa said — * "Twere long to tell ; 

And we lia\e man^/^ a league to go, 

Witli every nenv ;uid then a blow. 

And ten to one at least the foe, 
l^efore our stt'eds may graze at ease. 

Beyond the swift Borysthenes: 

And, sire, your limbs have need of rot, 

And 1 will be the sentinel 

Of this your troop.' — 'But I request,' 

Said Sweden's monarch, 'tliou wilt tell 
"1 his tale c^f thine, and I may reap. 

Perchance, from this tlie boon of sleep; 

For at this moment from my eyes 
ni'he hope of present slumber flies.' 
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'Well, sire, widi such a hope. Til track 
My seventy years of memory back: 

I think 'twas in my twentieth spring, — 

Ay, 'twas, — when Casimir was king — 

John Casimir, — I was his page 
Six summers, in my earlier age: 

A learned monarch, faith! was he. 

And most unlike your majesty: 

He made no wars, and did not gain 
New realms to lose them back again; 

And (save debates in Warsaw's diet) 

He reigned in most unseemly quiet; 

Not that he had no cares to vex. 

He loved the muses and the sex; 

And sometimes these so froward are. 

They made him wish liimscdf at war; 

But soon his wrath being o'er, he took 
Another mistress — or new book ; 

And then he gave prodigious fetes — 

All ^Varsaw gathered round his gates 
Xo gaze upon his splendid court. 

And dames, and chiefs, of prim ely port. 

He was the Polish Solomon, 

So sung his poets, all but one, 

W’^ho, being unpensioned, made a satire. 
And boasted that he could not flatter. 

It was a court of jousts and mimes. 

Where every courtier tried at rhymes ; 

Kven I for once produced some verses. 

And signed my odes "Despairing Xhyrsis." 
There was a certain Palatine, 

A Count of far and higli descent. 

Rich as a salt or silver mine ; 

And he was proud, ye may divine. 

As if from heaven he had been sent: 
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He had such wealth in blood and ore 

As few could match beneath the throne ; 
And he would gaze uj>on hLs store. 

And o*er his pedigree would pore. 

Until by some confusion led. 

Which almost looked like want of head. 

He tiiought their merits were his own. 

His wife was not of his opinion; 

His junior she by thirty years; 

Orew daily tired of his dominion; 

And, after wishes, hopes, and fears, 
virtue a few farewell tears, 

A restlcfs dream or two, some glances 
At Warsaw'^s youth, some songs, and dances. 
Awaited but the usual chances, 

^I'hosr haj py accidents which render 
The coldest dames so very tender. 

To dec k her Count wdth titles given, 

'"I'is said, as jKissports into heaven; 

But, strange to say, they rarely boast 
Of these, who have deserved them most. 

V 

' I was a goodly stripling then ; 

At seventy years I so may say, 

'rhat there were few% or ’ oys or men. 

Who, in my dawning time of day. 

Of vassal or of knight's degree. 

Could vie in vanities w'ith me; 

For I had strengtli, youth, gaiety, 

A port, not like to this ye see. 

But smooth, as all is rugged now ; 

For time, and care, and w^ar, have ploughed 
My very soul from out my brow ; 

And thus I should be disavowed 
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By all my kind and kin, could they 
Compare my day and yesterday; 

This change was wrought, too, long ere age 
Had ta'en my features for his page : 

With years, yc know, have not declined 
My strength, my courage, or my mind. 

Or at this liour I should not be 
Telling old tales beneath a tree. 

With starless skies my canopy. 

But let me on; Tliercsa's form — 

Methinks it glides before me now. 

Between me and yon chestnut's bough. 

The memory is so quick and warm; 

And yet I find no words to tell 
Tlie shape of her I loved so well : 

She had the Asiatic eye. 

Such as our Turkish neighboui liood. 

Hath mingled witli our Polish blood, 
Dark as above us is the sk 3 ^ ; 

But through it stole a tender light. 

Tike the first moonrise of midnight; 

Targe, dark, and swimming in the stream. 
Which seemed to melt to its own beam; 

All love, half langour, and lialf fire. 

Tike saints that at the stake expire. 

And lift their raptured looks on high. 

As though it were a joy to die. 

A brow like a midsummer lake. 

Transparent with the sun therein. 

When w'aves no murmur dare to make. 

And heaven beholds her face within. 

A cheek and lip — but why proceed ? 

I loved her then — I love her still ; 

And such as 1 am, love indeed 

In fierce extremes — in good and ill. 

108 



M A Z i: P P A 


But still we love even in our rage. 

And haunted to our very age 
Witli llie vain shadow of the ])ast. 

As is Mazeppa to the last. 

\' I 

*\Ve jnet — we gazed — 1 saw, and sighed. 

She did not speak, and 3'et replied; 
d'here are ten thousand tones and signs 
hear and see, but none de lines — 
Involuntary^ sparks of thought. 

Which strike from out the heart o'erwrought, 
And form a strange intelligence, 

Mike my ‘erious and intense, 

W^hich link tlie burning chain that binds, 
W'ithout their will, \'oung hearts and minds 
C'onvey'ing, as the electric' wire, 

W(' know not liow, the alisorbing fire. 

I saw, and sighed — in silence wept. 

And still r<*luctant distance* kept, 

I’ntil 1 was made- known to her, 

\nd we might thc-n arul tliere c onfer 
Without siis])icion - then, c*\ en then, 

1 longed, and wa'- reso]\ed to speak; 

But on my lips tlu‘3' died again, 

'1 he accents trc*mulc^us and weak, 

Ihitil one hour. — 'There is a game, 

A frivolous and foolish play. 

Wherewith we vxhile away the day; 

It is — ] have forgot the name — 

And we to this, it seems, were set, 

By?^ some strange chance, which I forget: 
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I reck'd not if I won or lost. 

It was enough for me to be 
So near to hear, and oh I to see 
Tlie being whom I loved the most — 

I watched her as a sentinel, 

( May ours this dark night watch as well ^ ) 
Until I saw, and thus it was. 

That she was pensive, nor perceived 
Her occLipation, nor was grieved 
Nor glad to lose or gain; but still 
Played on for hours, as if her will 
Y et bound her to the place, though not 
That hers might be the winning lot. 

Then through my brain the thought did pass 
Even as a hash of lightning there. 

That there was something in her air 
'Which would not doom me to despair; 

And on the thought rny words broke forth, 

All incoherent as they were - 
Their eloquence was little wortli. 

But yet she listened — 'tis enough — 

Who listens once will listen twice; 

Her heart, be sure, is not of ice. 

And one refusal no rebutr. 

VI I 

' I loved, and was beloved again - 
They tell me. Sire, you never knew 
Those gentle frailties ; if 'tis true, 

I shorten all my joy or pain ; 

To you 'twould seem absurd as vain ; 

But all men are not bom to reign. 

Or o'er their passions, or as you 
Thus o'er themselves and nations too. 
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I am — or rather was — a prince, 

A chief of thousands, and could lead 
Them on where each would foremost bleed 
But could not o'er myself evince 
The like control — but to resume: 

I loved, and was beloved again; 

In sooth, it is a happy doom. 

But yet where happiest ends in pain. — 

We met in secret, and the hour 
Which led rne to that lady's bower 
Was fiery expectation's dower. 

My days and nights were nothing — all 
Except that hour whic h doth recall 
In the long lapse from youth to age 
No nth r like itself — I'd give 
The Ukraine back again to live 
It o'er once more* — and lx* a page, 

The happy page, wlio was the lord 
Of one soft heart, and his own sword. 

And had no other gem nor wealth 
Save nature's gift of youth and health. 

We met in secret - doubly sweet. 

Some say, they find it so to meet; 

1 know not that - I would ha\e given 
My lifc^ but to liav'e cabl'd hc*r mine 
In the full view of eaT*th and heaven ; 

For I did olt and long repine 
That we c ould only meet by stealtli. 


\ I » I 

‘For lovers tliere -ire many eyes. 

And such there weie on us; the devil 
On such occasions should he civil — 
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The devil! — I'ni loth to do him wrong. 

It might be some untoward saint, 

\Vho would not be at rest too long. 

But to his pious bile gave vent — 

But one fair night, some lurking spies 
Surprised and seized us both. 

The Count was sometliing more than wrotli — 
I was unarmed; but if in steel. 

All cap-^-pie fiom head to heel. 

What ’gainst tlieir numbers could I do ^ 

'Twas near his castle, far away 
From city or from succour near. 

And almost on the break of day; 

I did nc^t tliink to see anothc'i. 

My moments seemed reduced to ft \\ , 

And with one prayer to \Iary Motlier, 

And, it may bc', a saint oi twt), 

As I resigned me to 1113 fate, 

"i hey led me to the t astle gate 
'Ihercsa's doom 1 iie\ci knew. 

Our lot was licncefoith sepai ate. 

An angr^" man, yc may opine, 

Was he, the proud C ount Balatinc, 

And he had reason good to be. 

But he was most eniaged lest such 
An accident should ehance to touch 
Upon his future pedigree; 

Nor less aina/ed, that such a blot 
His noble 'scutcheon should have got, 

While he was highest of Jus line 
Because unto himself he seemed 
d"he first of men, nor less he deemed 
In others’ eyes, and most in mine 
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'Sdeatli ! with a page — perchance a king 
Mad reconciled liim to the thing; 

15ut with a stripling of a page — 

I felt — but ciinnot paint his rage. 

1 X 

'‘'Bring forth the liorseT' -- the Jiorse \\d^ brought 
In truth, he was a noble steed, 

A Tartar of the Ukraine breed. 

Who looked as tliough the speed of thought 
V*. K re in his limbs; but he was wild. 

Wild *.s the wild deer, and untaught, 

W'^ith spur and bridle undefiled — 

'Twas [>ut a da}” lie had been caught ; 

And snoring, with erected mane, 

And struggling fiercely, but in vain, 

In the full foam of wrath and dread 
To me the desert-born was led. 
d bey bound me on, tliat menial throtig. 

Upon his back witli main a thong; 
d'liey loosed him w^itli a sudden lash - 
xVw^ay ! - away! — and on we dash! - 
Torrents less ra])id and U*->s rash, 

X 

‘ Aw'j} ! — away! - my breatii was gone 
I saw not where be hurried on: 

' i\vas scarcely yut the break t>t <la\ , 

And on be foamed - away! away’ 
d'hc last of human soiuids which rose, 

As 1 was darted from m 3 ' foes. 

Was the wild shout of savage laughter, 

Which on the wind came roaring after 
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A moment from that rabble rout 
'With sudden wrath I wrenched my head. 
And snapped the cord, which to the mane 
Had bound my neck in lieu of rein. 

And, writhing half my form about. 

Howled hack my curse; but 'midst the tread. 

The tliunder of my courser s speed. 

Perchance they did not hcai nor heed 

It vexes me — for I would fain 

Have paid their insult back again 

I paid It well in aftc i days 

There is not of that castle gate. 

Its drawbridge and poitcullis' weight. 

Stone, bar, moat, bridge, oi bai rier left , 

Nor of its fields a blade of grass, 

Sa\c wtiat glows on a ridge* of wall, 
W'hcre stood the hear th-stone of tlie hall , 
And many a time ye there might pass. 

Nor dream that e'er the fortress w is 
I saw Its turrets m a blaze. 

Their crackling battlements all clclt. 

And the liot lead pour down like lain 
From off tlie scorched and blacktning roof, 
Wliose tliickness was not vengeaiu c -proof 
1 hey little thought that day of pain. 

When launched, as on the lightning s flash. 
They bade me to destruction dash, 

I hat one day 1 should come again. 

With twice hve thousand horse, to thank 
"I he Count for his uncourteous ride 
Ihey played me then a bitter prank. 

When, with the wild horse for my guide. 
They bound me to his foaming flank 
At length I played them one as fiank — 
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For time at last sets all tilings even — 

And if we do but watch the hour. 

There never yet was human powei 
Which could evade, if unforgiven, 

"1 he patient search and vigil long 
Of him who treasures up a wiong 

X I 

'Away, away, my stet d and I, 

Upon the pinions of the wind 
All human dwellings left behind, 

W e sped like meteors through tlie sky, 
W^hen with Its crackling sound the night 
Is ( heqiieied with the northern light 
1 own - ^ dlage — none were on oui trac k. 
But a wild plain of far extent, 

\nd boundc d by a foicst black , 

A.nd, sa\e the scaice st,cn battlement 
On distant heights of some strong hold, 
x\gainst the "1 artars built of old, 

Xo trace of man The yeai before 
\ luikish army had marched o er, 

\nd where the Spain's hoof liath trod. 

The vcidure files the bloody sod 
The sky was dull, and dim, jn<l grey, 

\nd a low bree/e crept moaning b 3 — 

I could ha\c^ answered with a sii’fi 
But fast we fled, away, away - 
And I could neither sigh nor pray , 
i\nd my colei sweat-drops fell like lain 
Upon the courser's biisthng mane. 

But, snorting still with rage and fear , 

He flew upcm his far career 
At times I almost thought, mdeed. 

He must have slackened in his speeci , 
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But no — my 'bound and slender frame 
Was nothing to his angry might. 

And merely like a spur became: 

Kach motion whicli I made to free 
My swoln limbs from their agony 
Increased his fury and afirighl: 

I tried my voice, — 'twas faint and low. 

But 3'ct he swerved as from a blow; 

And, starting to each accent, spr^ing 
As from a sudden trumpet's clang: 

IVI^eantinie my cords were w'et with gore, 
Wliich, oozing through my limbs, ran oV r; 
And in my tongue the thirst bec ame 
A something fieric^r far than flame. 

X 1 I 

‘ We neared the wild wood — 'twas so wide, 

I saw^ no boimds i>n citlier side; 

'Twas studded with old sturdy trees. 

That bent not to the roughest breeze 
Which howls down from Siberia's waste. 
And stri}>s the forest in its haste, — 

But these were fewv and far between. 

Set thick w itli shrubs more young and green, 
Tuxuriant with tlieir annual leaves. 

Ere strown by tliose autumnal eves 
That nip the forest's foliage dead, 
Discoloured witli a lifeless red, 

\\^hich stands thereon like stiffened gore 
Upon the slain wlien battle's o'er. 

And some long winter's night hath shed 
Its frost o'er every tombless head. 

So cold and stark, the raven's beak 
]May peck unpierced each frozen cheek : 
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^"Fwas a wild waste of underwood. 

And here and there a chestnut stood, 

"Jlie strong oah, and the hardy pine; 

But far apart — and well it were. 

Or c‘]se a different lot were mine — 

"I'he boughs gave w'ay, and did not tear 
]My limbs; and I found strcngtli to bear 
IVly wounds, alread3'^ scarred witli cold — 
]My bonds forbade to Icxise 1113^ bold. 

\\ rustled through tlie h'aves like wind, 

1 t‘ft shrubs, an^l trees, and woKes behind; 
1^3^ nigijt I lieard theun on the track, 

"l^heir tioop came haid u]>on our back. 
With thcui long galloj>, which ran tire 
i he b yiii ‘*s dcc*]> liati‘, and hunter's fire: 
Wliere'er we flew the3 follovved on. 

Nor left us with tJie morning sun; 

Ik hind 1 saw tliem, scarce a l ood. 

At day-break winding through the wood. 
And througli the night had heai d their feet 
'1 heir st(‘aling, rustling step rej^eat. 

Oil! bow' I wished for spear or sword, 

*\t least to die- amidst the lu^rde, 

\nd perisli — if it must be so — 

\t bay, destro}ring inan3' vi foe! 

\\ lien first 1113’ courser's 1 ace begun, 

I w ished the goal alread3’ w on ; 

But now 1 doubted strength and speed: 
\'ain doubt! his swift and sa\ age breed 
1 lad ner\ c‘d liiiii like the mi>iintain-roe — 
Nor faster falls the blinding snow^ 

W’liich whelms the peasant near the door 
W’liose thresliold he shall cross no more, 
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Bewildered with the dazzling blast. 
Than through the forest-paths he passed 
Untired, untamed, and worse tliaii wild , 
All furious as a favoured child 
Balked ot its wish , or fiercer still 
A woman piqued — who has her will 


XIII 

‘ I he wood was passed, twas moit than noon. 
But c hill the an , although in June , 

Or It might be niy veins ran eold — 

Prolonged enduranec tames the bold. 

And I was then not what I seem. 

But headlong as a wintry stream 
And wore niy feelings out before 
I well could cx>unt then cause s o ei 
And what witli fuiy, fear, and wiath. 

The tortures which beset iny path. 

Cold, hunger, sorrow, shame, distress 
^rhus bound in natui c's nakedne ss , 

Sprung from a race whose rising blood 
When stirred beyond its e aimer mood. 

And trodden hard upon, is like 
The rattle-snake's, in act to stiiko — 

Wliat marvel if tins worn-out trunk 
Beneath its woes a moment sunk^ 

The earth gave way, the skies rolled round, 

I seemed to smk upon the ground , 

But erred, for I was fastly bound 
My lieart turned sick, my brain grew sore. 
And throbbed awhile, then beat no more 
The skies spun like a mighty wheel; 

I saw the trees like drunkards reel, 
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And a slight flash sprang o'er my eyes. 

Which saw no larlher He who dies 
Can die no more than then I died; 
O'ertortured by that ghastly ride. 

I felt the blackm ss come and go. 

And strove to wake, but could not make 
My senses climb up from below . 

1 felt as on a plank at sea. 

When all the wa\cs that dash o'er thee. 

At the same tune iiphc ave and whelm. 

And liurl thee towauls a desert realm 
undulating life was as 
The tanc led liglits th it flitting pass 
Our shut e^es in deep midnight, when 
hever begins upon the biain. 

But soon It passed, with little pain. 

But a confusion worse tlum such 
I own tliat I should deem it inueh, 
iJ^ing, tt> feel tJie same again. 

And yc t I do suj^pose wt. must 
T eel far me^i e cit wc turn to dust 
No matte 1 , I have biieil in^ brow 
hull in Oe ith s face be tore — and rmw 

X I \ 

\ly thouglits eaine buk wlicre was I Cold, 
\nd numb, mcl gultl> pul‘>t pulse 
late 1C assumed its lingei irig hold. 

And throb by throb till giown a pang, 

\\ hicli foi a rnoim nt would con\ulse. 

My blood re flowed, though thick and chill; 
My ear with uncoutli noises rang. 

My heart began one c‘ inoi c to thrill , 

My sight returned, though dim, alas ^ 

And thickened, as it weic , with glass 
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Methought the dasli of \\aves was nigii, 
"1 Iicrc was a gleam too ot the slv3, , 
Studded \\ itli stars , — it is no di cam . 

"1 he wild horse swims the wildei stream^ 
’"the bright broad river's gushing tide 
Sweeps, winding onwaid, f ii and v\ idc , 
And we are half-way, struggling o'< i 
"1 o yon unknown and silt nt shoi c 
1 he watci s broke my hollt>w ti me , 

And with a tempoi ary sticngth 

IVfy stiflenc d liiiib'> wc.i c i c h d 

VTy coui St 1 's hi t) ul brt ast p» oudl\ bi i\ e 
And dashes oil the isecnding wd\cs 
\nd onward we advance^ 

Wc reaeli the slippt ry slioit, it It ngtli 
A ha\ en I but little piizc 1 , 

1 or all behind was d irk ind die u 
Vnd all before w is night and k u 
How in iny boui s of night oi d ly 
In those susptndtd [>ings 1 1 13 
I could not tell 1 st iiccly kiie v 
It this w el e lunn in bi c alh 1 dr t \ 


V \ 

‘With glossy skin ind di ip]>ing m iiu 
And reeling limbs, md reeking flank, 

1 he w lid steed s sine wy nei \ es still str am 
IJp the lepellmg bulk 
We gam the to]) a boundless plain 
Spreads thi ough the shadow ai the night. 
And on w aid, onward, on w aid, seems. 
Like precipices in oui dicains, 

"1 o stietch beyond the sight 
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And here and there a speck of white. 

Or scattered spot of dusky green, 

In masses broke into the light. 

As rose the mooir upon my right. 

Hut nought distinctly seem 
In the dim waste would indicate- 
d'he onu^n of a cottage gate; 

No twinkling taj^cr from afar 
Stood liKe a ho’>j>itable star; 

Xot even an ignis-fatuus i ost- 
"I'o malvC' him men 3' with 1113' woes 

^ j'at vei'3'^ ( heat had cheered me ' 

Althougj tc‘Cted, w c‘k ome still. 
Reminding me, thiougli e\ery ill, 

(>l the abode*- of m<^n. 

X \ I 

'Oiiwaid we went hut slai. k .ind slow , 

IIjs sa\age forte* at lenglJt o\'rs]>ent, 
d he droojung touisc'r, lauit and low\ 

All fethlv^ foaming went 
A. sickly infant had had ptiwti 
d'o guide him loi w ard in that houi 
Hut, list It'ss all to nu , 

His new-[:>orn tameness m^iigiit a\ ailed 
Nly limbs weie h'ound; my force had tailed, 
IVrchancc', had they been liee 
\\ itli feeble etlort still I tried 
d\> lend the bonds so starlvl3^ tied. 

Hut still it was 111 \ am ; 

My limbs were onl3^ wrung the mon*, 

And soon the idle sti ife ga\e o'er. 

Which hut prolonged their pain. 

The dizzy race seemed almost done. 
Although no goal was iiearl3' won; 
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Some streaks announced the coming sun — 
How slow, alas ! he came I 
Metliought that mist of dawning grey 
^Vould never dapple into day; 

How heavily it rolled away — 

Before the eastern flame 
Rose crimson, and deposed the stars. 

And called the radiance from their cars. 
And filled the earth, from his deep throne. 
With lonely lustre, all his own. 

V I I 

'Up rose t}»e sun; the mists w'cre curled 
Back from the solitary world 
Which lay around — behind — before ; 
What booted it to traverse o'er 
Plain, forest, river ^ IVlan nor brute. 

Nor dint of lioof, nor j^rint of foot. 

Lay in tlie wild luxuriant soil; 

No sign of travel - none of toil ; 
d’he ver3^ air was mute; 

^Vnd not an insect's shrill small liorn. 

Nor matin bird's new voice was borne 
From lierb nor thicket. Many a werst. 
Panting as if his heart would burst, 

"Fhe weary brute still staggered on; 

And still we were >- or seemed alonc': 

At length, while reeling on our wa3^, 
Methovight 1 heard a courser neigh. 

From out yon tuft of blackening firs. 

Is it the wind those branches stirs? 

No, no ^ from out the forest prance 

A trampling troop; I see them coined 
In one vast scjuadron they advance! 

I strove to cry — my lips were dumb. 
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The steeds rush on in plunging pride ; 

But where are they the reins to guide ? 

A thousand horse — and none to ride ! 

With flowing tail, and flying mane. 

Wide nostrils never stretchcJ by pain, 

MoutJis bloodless to the bit or rein, 

Azid feet that iron never shod. 

And flanks unscarred by spur or rod, 

A thousand horse, the wild, the free'. 

Like waves that follow o'er the sea. 

Came thickly thundering on. 

As if our faint approath to meet; 

'riie signt re-nerved my courser's lect, 

A moment staggering, feebly fleet, 

\ inon^jnt, with a laint low neigh, 

He answered, and then fell! 

Witli gasps and glazing eyes he lay, 

And reeking limbs immo\ cable, 

His first and last career is done! 

(3n came the troop — tlic'y saw him stoop. 

They saw me strangely bound along 
His back with iinuiy a bloody thong, 

Tlu^y st(>j> — tlu*y stai t - they snutt tlie air, 
CLillop a moment liere and there, 

Apjiroach, letire, wheel refund and round, 
then plunging back with sudden bound, 

Hc'aded by one black mighty steed. 

Who schemed tlic patriarch of his breed. 
Without a single speck or hair 
Of white u]xin his sliaggy hide. 

They snort — tliey foam - neigh — swc^i \e aside. 
And backward to the forest fly. 

By instinct, from a human eye. 

They left me there to my despair, 

123 



POEMS or BYRON 


Linked to the dead and stiffening wreUli, 
Whose lifeless limbs beneath me stretch. 
Relieved from that unwonted weight. 
From whence I could not extricate 
Nor him nor me — and there we la^^ 

The dying on the dead * 

I little deemed another day 

Would see iny houseless, helpless head. 


‘And there from morn till twilight bound, 
I felt the heavy hours toil round. 

With just enough of life to see 
\ly last of suns go down on me. 

In hopeless certainty of mind. 

That makes us feel at lengtli lesigned 
To that which our foreboding years 
Presents the worst and last of fears 
Inevitable — e\ cn a boon. 

Nor more unkind foi coming soon. 

Vet shunned and dieaded with such caie. 
As if it only were a snaic* 

That prudence might escape 
At times both wished for and implored. 

At times sought with self-pointed sword. 
Yet still a daik and liidcous c lc:>sc 
To even intolerable woc^s. 

And welcc:)me in no shape. 

And, strange to sa^ , the sons of pleasiiie. 
They who have icv^cdlc'd bc^yond measure 
In beauty, wassail, wine, and treasuie, 

TYie calm, or calinc*r, cjft than he 
Whose heritage w^as misery 
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For he who hatli iii turn run through 
All that was beautiful and new. 

Hath nought to liope, and nought to lea\'e 
And, save the future, (which is viewed 
Not quite as men are base or gcod. 

But as their nerves may be endued,) 

With nouglit j)erhaps to grieve: 

'I he wretch still hopes his woes must end. 
And death, whom he should dc'ciii his friend. 
Appears, to his distempered e^^es, 

A’-vlvod to rob him of his prize, 

"i lie tree of his jicw Paradise, 
t omorrow would have given him all, 

UejKiid his pangs, repaired liis fall; 
tomorrow " ould have been the first 
Of da 3 ^s no more deplored or curst. 

But bright, and long, and beckoning ^^ears. 
Seen dazzling llirough the inist of tears, 
Ciiierdoii of inan^' a painful hour; 
d'omorrow’ would ha\e gi\’en him power 
'ho rule, to shine, to smite, to sav e — 

And must it dawn u]H>n bis grave ? 

N \ 1 1 1 

‘d'Jie sun was smKing — still ^ lay 

C'haincd to the e hill :md stilfeiung steed, 

1 thought to mingle there our cla^". 

And in^’^ dim eyes of death had need. 

No hope an e of being freed. 

I cast my last looks up the sh v. 

And there between me and the sun 
1 saw the expecting ra\ i*n 

W ho scarce would wait till hotli shouhi die, 
Kre his repast begun; 
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He flew, and perclied, dieii flew oik^ nioie, 
And each time nearer than hcline, 

I saw his wmt^ thiough twilight fiit, 

^iid once so near nit ht aht 

I could ha\c smote, hut lacked the sticngch. 
But the slight motion of iny ii md 
\nd let hlc sc latching of tlic sjiid, 

"Ihe excited thioit s iaint stiuggling noi'^e 
W ]ii( li scaicc]3 could he c ilhd a \ok( 

TLc^gcth* 1 staled 1 on oil at It ngth 
1 know no more m\ latest di c am 
Is something of a lo\cly ^ tai 
'W hie h fixe d 1113 dull e 3.C s fi om n 
And went and c nne with w.mdt iing fie mi 
And of the cold, dull, swimming, ck ns^ 
Sensation of recurring sense 

And then sufisjding back to d* atl 
\nd tlien ag nn a little hicalli, 

A httlc thrill, 1 short suspt n e 
\n U3 '-leknc ss eiiidhng o c r 
]VJ\ heart, and sparks that crossed m\ h| 

A gasp, a tlirob, a start ol j>nn, 

A sigh, and ncjthing moit. 

s I X 

'I woke where was Oo I set 

A human face look down on me ^ 

And doth a roof above me closed 
J 3 o thc*se limbs on a couth repose •- 
Is this a chamber whe^re I lit ^ 

And IS It inoi tal 3011 bright t 3e , 

T. hat watc fies me with gentle glance^ ’■ 

1 closed my own again once more 
As doubtful that the torniei trance 
C'ould not as yet be o'c*r 
1^0 



M A^^JRPP Ajvi^^ 

A slender g*rl, long-haired, and tall. 

Sate watching by Iht cottage* wall. 

"I he sparkle of h< r tyc I cauirht, 

K\en with ni^ fust rctuiri t^f ihoiight, 
lV>r r and anon she thrc vv 

\ X^iving, mg gl iiitt on me 
W )tli ill r black e\cs so wild and ti 
1 gazed, ajjrl gazed, u itil I Knew 
No \ ision *t ( oultl l>c , 

But tnat 1 li\t_d, and w rtle a*-ed 
^ ! 1 adding to the vultuic s f t i^^t 

Vnd wlu the C. ^>s'^aek nuiid b* held 
\Iy lica\y eyes at length unst.ale*d, 

Sh^ smiled anel 1 e*ssi^<<i i<' s»h ak, 

BmI ’ai^ J aral sin ipl»i > d> and m *dc 
With li]) dini ling 1 '^igns tliat said, 

1 mil t nt^t sti IV ( as \ c t to bi L ik 
ilie siknie, till my sl» n:>tii slionld be 
1 no igli to Ic i\ t n»> H « t nt tr c , 

\nd tlicn lu 1 hind on I'lint she InuJ, 

\iHl sin<n iheii pillow toi niy he aei, 

\nd stole along tn\ tipl >e in lei, 

\nti gentlv </p' <i llu doe>i , imi spake 
Inwhispeis nc ei was^oiee so'Wiit’ 

I \ < n inilsu ft^dow t d lie ' li l it le e 1 

Bui th^>St silt t lUtt’ \M IC lot INN ikt , 
And she vventioith hut, e 1 1 s}ie*pisstd, 
Vne>tlui look on m slit < 

\noth< I si^n she in *de , to s i\ , 

1 n It I iu el nought to n , ih it ill 
^\cle lu n, 4it in^ ^^omnumd oi e ill 
And she woultl in>t tie 1 13 
lit! tint 1 e lui n while -he wasge>u, 
\lelhought 1 lelt too inue h alc^no 
1!27 



POEMS CS'lP BYRON 

‘She came with mother and with siie - 
What need of more ? — I will not tire 
Witli long recital of the rest. 

Since I became the Cossac k’s gucbt 
They found me senseless on the plain 
They bore me to the neaiest hut, 

Thc^'' brought me into lile again - 
Me — one day o'er their realm to reign ^ 

Thus the vai/i fool who stiove to glut 
His rage, refinmg on my pain. 

Sent me ioith to the wilderness. 

Bound, naked, bleeding, and .ilnnc. 

To pass the desert to a thione, — 

\\niat mortal his own doom may gue^^^ 

Let none despond, let none desp iii ^ 
Tomorrow the Borysthenes 
May see our coursei s gi az^‘ at ase 
Upon his Turkish bank, — aiul ru‘\ ( i 
Had I such w'^elcome for a iivei 
As I shall yield when safely theit 
Comiades, goodniglit^' - "ilu He Inuin tiuevv 
Ills length beneath the oak-ti ee sli ide. 
With leafy (oudi alie-ad^r made, 

A bed noi comfoi tk ss nor m \v 
To him, who tool, his lest whcnc 'ei 
The houi aimed, no matter where 

His eyes tlie liastcning slumbei s st^t p 
And if ye maivel C hailes foigot 
To tliank his talc , he wondered not. 

The king had bcv n an houi aslec‘t> 
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I 

S A I N 1 P r 1 1 Ji s bj the Cc It sti il gate 

Ills keys \\cu rusty, aid tlu lock was dull, 

So little fioubic h id i)ccn given of 1 itc , 

Not that th( ])] ice h\ iii} me ms was full. 

But since the CjiUk ci i ci^lity tiglit' 

Ihetkvilsl itltitn i longer, sli ongt i pull, 
Y^^d a pi ll ahogethei , as tliey say 
Ai sea whitli diew most souls inotlier way 

I I 

1 he angcK ill weic singing o it of tunc, 

And ho 1 s( w itli Inv mg little t fst to do, 

1 xcej)tino U) w ind u| the sun aid moon 
Oi ruil) iiUMiwiv voing st n oi two, 

Oi wildtoltof i comet wlithtoosion 
Biokc oiu of iiouiids o ll tlic ctlieital blue 
Splitting some j^I int t with its pi i\ful tail, 

As boats ue sometuius b\ i w intoii whale 

I T I 

1 he gu n di in sc i ij>hs h id i e tii c tl on high, 
r Hiding the u t ii u gc s p ist dl t u c I c low , 
iciicstiiil husinc filled nought in the skj 
S ive tile It cording mgi 1 s hi i k Iiiueau. 

Wlio found indeed, the t icts to iiiulti]dy 
Witli such I ipidity c:)f v ice ind w ^e, 

1 ll it Ik ll id sti ipped oft ht>th his w mgs in quills. 
And yet was in an eai of liuinui ills 
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IV 

His business so augmented of late years. 

That he was forced, against liis will, no doubt, 
(Just like those cherubs, earthly ministers,) 
Forborne resource to turn hinisell about. 

And claim the help of his celestial pcci s, 

To aid him ere ho should be quite worn out, 

By the increased demand tor his remarks 

Six angels and twelve saints were named his i lerks. 

\ 

This was a handsome hoaid - at least toi heaven. 
And yet they had e\cn then enough to do, 

So many conqueroi s’ cai s w c i c d iil^ driven. 

So many kingdoms htted up anew. 

Each da3% too, slew its thousands sik oi seven, 

"lill at the Clowning carnage, Wateiloo, 

They threw their pens down in divine disgust — 

The page was so besmeaied with blood and dust. 

V I 

This by the way, ’tis not mine to leeord 

What angels shrink fioni. even the very devil 
On this oceasion his own work atihorred. 

So surfeited with tlie infernal level. 

Though he liimsclt liad sharpened every sword, 

It almost cjuenclicd his innate lliirst of evil 
(Here Satan’s sole good work deseives insertion — 
^Tl'is, that he has both generals in reversion ) 

, vii 

Let’s skip a few short years of hc^llow peace, 

Which peopled earth no better, hell as wont. 

And heaven none — they form the tyrant’s lease. 
With nothing but new names subscribed upon’t; 

ISO 
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'Twill one day finish: meantime they increase, 

'With seven heads and ten homs/ and all in front, 
Uke Saint John's foretold beast ; but ours are born 
Less formidable in the head than horn. 

VI If 

In the first year of freedom's second dawn 

Died George tlie Third ; although no tyrant, one 
Who shielded tyrants, till each wsense \\ithdrawn 
Left him nor mental nor external sun: 

A bett#"'* (t.'^.ner ne'er b^l^hed de\s from lawn, 

A worse hing .jcvcr left a realm undone ^ 

He died - but left his subjects still behind, 

One half as mad - and 'tolher no less blind 


He died! - his death made no grc'at stir on eai tli ; 

Jlis burial made some pomp; there was ])rofusion 
Of velvet, gilding, brass, and no great deartli 

Of aught but tears - sa\e those shed by collusion 
For th(\se things may be bougiit at their true worth; 

Of elegy there was the due infusion - 
Bought also; and the torJies, cloaks and bannois, 
Heralds, and relics of old Gothic manners, 


Formed a sepulcliral melodianie. Of all 

The fc^ols who flocked to swell oi sec the show, 
Who cared about the corpse^ The funeral 
Made the attraction, and the black the woo 
There throbbed not there a thought which pierced the 
And when the gorgeous coffin w'as laid low, 

It seemed the mockery of hell to fold 
The rottenness of eighty years in gold. 
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XI 

So mix his body with the dust^ It might 
Return to what Jt n^t far sooner, were 
The natural compound left alone to fight 
Its way bach into eaith, and file, and air; 

But the unnatural balsams meiely blight 

What nature made him at his I)irth, as bare 
As the mere million's base unrnuminied clay — 
Yet all his spices but prolong den ay 

X I 1 

He’s dead — and uppci caith with him has done. 
He’s buried, save the undci laker's hill. 

Or lapidary sciawl, tlie woikl is goiu' 

P'or him, unless he lc‘lt a (jciinan will. 

But where's the proctor who will a >k his son ^ 

In whom liis qualities aic itigning still. 

Except that household virtue, most uiu ommon. 
Of constaiuy to a bad, ugl}^ ^voinan 

X 1 F I 

'Ciod save die king’ ' It is a latgc cTonom}. 

In God to save the like, but if he will 
Be saving, all the hcttei , for not one am 1 
Of tliose v\ho think damnation heltc r still 
I hardly Ivnovv too if not cjiiilc alone am I 
In this small hope of bettenng futinc ill 
By circLiinsc) ibing, with sonic slight lestnction, 
TLhe eternity of hell's hot jui isdiction 

X J V 

fknow this is unpopular; 1 know 

'Tis blasphemous; 1 know one may lie damned 
*Eor hoping no one else may e'er be so; 

I know my catechism; I know we are crammed 
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With the best doctrines till we quite o’erflow; 

I know that all save England's churd) have shammed. 
And that tlie other twice two hundred churches 
And synagogues liav'c made a damned bad purchase. 

V 

God help us all ^ (iod help mc' too! I am, 

CtckI knows, .is helpless as the devil c'an wish, 

And not a wliit more didicult to damn, 

Than is to bring to land a la ted look c'd fish, 
in die hutdier to pur\(‘y the lamb; 

Not that • ni fit for suc'h a noble disli, 

As one day will be that immortal fry 
Of almost eveiy body born to die. 

XVI 

Saint Peter sat b^^ tlu' celestial gate, 

And nodded o’c'i' his keys; when, 1(3 ! there came 
A wondrous noise lu‘ had not heard of late - 

A rushing sound of wind, and sticam, and flame; 

In short, a roar of tilings extrenudy great, 

Wliicli would Iia\e made auglit save a saint exc'laim;^ 
But he, with first a start and then a wink, 

Said, ‘There’s another star gone out, I think!' 

II 

But ere he could return to his repose', 

A cherub fla]>ped his right wing o’er bis eyes - 
At wliich Saint Peter yawned, and rubbed his nose: 

‘Saint porter,’ said the angel, ‘pritliee rise!' 

Waving a goodly wing, which glowed, as glows 
An earthly jieacock’s tail, with heavenly dyes; 

To wliic'h the saint replied, ‘Well, what's the matter? 

Is Lucifer c'ome back with all this clatter?' 



PtDLMS OFf^yi^iON 
XVIII 

'No/ quotll the cherub; 'George the Third is dead. 

'Aiid who IS George the 1 hiid?' icplied the apostle 
* What George! What Thirds* 'The king of England/ said 
The anget 'WelH he woii’t^nd kings to jostle 
Him on his way; but docs he wear his head ^ 

Because tl;^^ last \^c saw here had a tussle, 

»Ahd ne'er would have got into heaven's good giaces, 

Had he not flung his head in all our faces 

\ I \ 

He was, i^ I icmenilx r, king of ITance, 

That head of his, which c( uld not keep a crown 
On earth, yet ventuied m my face to advame 
A claini4bo those of nui t}i s — like my own 
If I had liacl my swoid, as I had once 

When I cut eais off, I had cut h'ln down, 

But having but ktys, and not my biand, 

I only knocked his head fiom out his hand 


And then lu set up such a headless howl, 

That all the saints came out and took him in , 
And there he sits by St Paul, check by jowl. 
That fellow Paul — the parvenu ^ T lie skin 
Of Saint Bartholomew, which makes lus cowl 
In heaven, and upon eaith iccleeincd his sin, 
sb as to make a martyr, nc vei sj>ed 
Better than did this weak and v\ ooden hc.id 

\\ I 

'But had it come up here upon its shoulders, 
Then? would have been a different tale to tell 
TTie fellow-feeling in the saints beliolders 
Seems to have acted on them like a spell, 
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And so this very fooli^ head heaven solders 
Back on its trunk: it may be very well. 

And seems the custom lierc to overthrow 
Whatever has been wisely done below.' 

XXII 

The angel answered, 'Petcr^ do not pout: 

"rhe king who comes has head and all entire. 

And never knew much what it w^as a[)out — 

He did as dotli the pu])pet — by its wire, 

And wdl be judged like all the rest, no rloubt: 

My bus!!’' \ss and 3 our own is not to inquire 
Into such matters, but to mind our cue - 
Which is to act as we are bid to tlo.' 

XXIII 

While tliLis they sjxike, the angelic caravan, 

Arriving like a rush of might}' w ind. 

Cleaving the fields of sjiace, as dotli the swan 
Some silver stream (say Ckmg« s, Nile, or Inde, 

Or Thames, or d'woed), and 'midst them an old man 
With an old soul, and both extremel}^ blind. 

Halted before the gate, and in liis sliroud 
Seated tlieir fellow-ti a\ eller on a cloud. 

X I \ 

But bringing up the rear of this bright liost 
A Spirit of a ditt'erent aspect weaved 
His wings, like tnun<ler-clouds above some coast 
Whose I)arrc‘n be:ich with frequent wrecks is paved 
His brow was like tlie deep when tempest-tossed; 

Fierce and unfalhoiiiable thoughts e ngraved 
Eternal wrath on liis immortal face, 

And Inhere he gazed a gloom j^orvaded space. 
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XXV 

As he d^ew near, he ga/ed upon the gate 
Ne'er to be entered more by him or Sin, 

With such a glance of supernatural hate, 

As made Saint Tc ter wisli liimseH within, 

He pottered witli his keys at a gieat late, 

And sweated thiougli his ainistohc skin 
Of course Ins ])crspiration was but ichor, 

Or some such olliei spii itual lupioi 

\x V I 

"I he ver_> clurubs huddled all togcthci, 

lake buds when soais the takoii, cUid tliey felt 
A tingling to the tiji ol c\eiy teatliei, 

^ And formed a c lu ]< like Oi ion s lx It 
Around their poor oldchngi \'1 k sc lu e knew whither 
His guaids had led him, thougJi they gently dealt 
Withio-^ d maiK s (toi by mui} stones, 

And true, we learn the iiigcls all in lone s) 

\ \\ 1 1 

As tilings wcu in tins pcisture, the gate flew 
Asunder, and tlie fl ishii g of its hinges 
Ilungo\er spaee an uni\« isd lure 

Of iTicUi^ i oloured fl mu unld its tinges 
Reac hed even oui spec k ol e u ih, ind m lele a ne w 
Auiora borealis spread its li inge s 
O'er the Noilli l\)le , l)u s mie seen, when ice-bound. 

By C aptain Tai ry screw, in ' Me Iville s Se:)und ’ 

\ \ V 1 I I 

And from the gate tin own o]xn issued beaming 
A beautiful ind miglit} 1 Inng of I ight, 

Radiant with gloiy, like a banner streaming 

Vutoiious from some' woild o'ertbrowing fight 
ISO 
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My poor comparisons must needs be teeming 
With earthly likenesses, for here the night 
Of clay obscuies our best conceptions, saving 
Johanna Southcote, or Bob Southey ra\ irig 

XXIX 

' J was the atchangel Michael all men know 
1 he in ike c:)f angels and archangels, since 
Iheie s scarce a sei djlilei lias not one t y show, 
liomthc liends Ic idi i to tlir ingcls prince 
T-h ’^o ne some ilt n ])ic< c s, ihougli 
I re dl> cl t s 13, til It t]le^ n iich evuu e 
One s innci notions of immoi I il spirits 
But Ic t lilt eonnoisst iirs t ] nn tJieu nit 1 its 

X \ \ 

IViKliael he w forth in glol^ iiid in gc^od 

V goodly V 01 k of him liom whom ill glory 
\nd good irisc the poitdjiist he stood 

Belou linn tlie 30011^ tluiuhs aid s nnts hoai3 — 
( 1 s 13? '\ouvi^ ht ggiiig to be undei stood 

B\ looKs not \ t us in 1 should he \ei3 sorr3 
1 o st itc , tfu > w 1 1 e not older th in '^t Belt 1 , 

But mereU th it tin \ ^ttiiitd i littk swectei) 

\ X \ I 

lhtclulub^ ind the s unis how t d clow nliefore 
Ihitauli uigtlic hitiiith tlu fust 
Of essences mgOit il who wc^te 

I he i ]x t t of i god , hut this ne e i nui sed 
Bi ide in Ills he i\<nly ho >0111 in w he^se eoie 

No thought, sa\c toi his Makei s service, durst 
IntiLide howt\ei gloi die d and high , 

He knew him but th \iceio\ of the sky 
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XXXII 

He and the sombre, silent Spirit met — 

They knew each other both for good and ill ; 

Such was their power, that neither could forget 
His former friend and future foe; but still 
There was a high, immortal, proud regret 
In cither’s eye, as if ’tvvere less their will 
Tlian destiny to make tlic eternal 3/ ears 
Their date of war, and their ‘champ clos' the spheres, 

X X X I ] i 

But here they were in neutral space: we Imovv 
From Job, that Satan hath the ]X)wer to pay 
A heavenly visit thrice a — year or so; 

And that ‘the sons of God’, like tliose of clay. 

Must keep him company; and we might show 
From the same book, in liow polite a way 
The dialogue is held between tlic Powers 
Of Good and Evil — but ’twould take up hours. 

X X X I V 

And tJiis is not a llieologic tract. 

To prove with Hel>rew and with Arabic, 

If Job be allegory or a hict. 

But a true narrative; and thus 1 pick 
From out the whole but such and such an act 
As sets aside tlic sliglitest thouglit of trick. 

'Tis every tittle true, beyond suspicion. 

And accurate as any other vision. 

XXXV 

The spirits w^ere in neutral spa< e, before 

The gate of heaven ; like eastern thres]u)lds is 
The place where Death's grand cause is argued o’er. 
And souls despatched to that world or to this; 
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And therefore Michael and the other wore 
A civil aspect: though they did not kiss. 

Yet still between his Darkness and his Brightness 
There passed a mutual glance of great politeness. 

XXXVI 

The Archangel bowed, not like a modern beau. 

But witli a graceful oriental bend, 

Pressing one radiant arm just where below 
The heart in good men is supposed to tend 
He tu^ . d . s to an ecpial, not too low% 

But kindly; met Ins aiuient friend 

With more hauteur, as might an old Castilian 
Poor noble meet a musliroom ritli civilian 

\ \ X \M [ 

He merely bent liis diabolic brow 

An instant; and tlien raising it, he stood 
In act to assert his right or wrong, and show 

Cause why King C/eorge by no means could or should 
jVIake out a case to be exempt fioin woe 
Eternal, more tlian other kings, endued 
With better sense and hearts, whom histor} mentions, 
Who long liavc ‘pavx-d hell with then good intentions. 

X \ \ . 1 1 I 

Michael began: ‘ What wouldsl thou with this man, 
Now dead, and brought hefon' the Lord r What ill 
Hath he wrought sinct* his mortal race began. 

That thou canst claim him? Speak! and flo tli\ wdl, 

If it be just : if in this caitlily span 
He hath been greatly failing to fuliil 
His duties as a king and mortal, say, 

And he is thine; if not, let him have ^^ay.' 
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XXXIX 

Michael ! ' replied the Prince of Air, ‘ even here, 

Before the gate of him thou servest, must 
I claim my subject: and will make appear 
That as he was my worshipper in dust, 

So shall he be in spirit, altliough dt ar 

To thee and thine, because noi wine noi lust 
Were of Jus weaknesses; yet on t)ie throne 
He reigned o’tr millions to sei\e me alone 

\ I 

'Look to our caitli, oi rathe i mine, il wa*-. 

Once, more thy inasUi’s hut I liiumph not 
In this poor planet's conquest nc'u, alas^ 

Need lie thou SCI \ Lst enw me m\ lot 
With all the inyiiads of hi i^ht woilds which pass 
In worship louiul him, lu ma^ Iia\e foigol 
Yon weak ereation ol such julti > things 
I think few woitli damnation save tlien kings, - 

^ I I 

'And these hut as a kind of (|uit-i c nt, to 
Assert my i ight as lord , and ev e n had 
I such an im linalion, Iwe le (as 3011 

Well know) sujxifluous, ihe\ ai(' giown so had, 

That hell h*is nothing Ik tt( i Ufl to do 

"i'han leave them to thcinsclvts so much moie mad 
iind evil by then own int(‘i nal ( ui se, 

Hcav'^en cannot make them Ik tter, nor I worse. 

Mil 

'Look to the earth, I said, and s.13 again 

When this old, blind, mad, helpless, weak, poor worm 
Began in youth's first bloom and flusli to reign. 

The world and he both wore a different form, 
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And much of earth and all the watery plain 

Of ocean called him kin^i through many a storm 
His isles had floated on the abyss of time; 

For the rough virtues cliose them for tlieir cliiijc. 

M. n I 

'He (Mine to his sceptre J^'oting; he leaves it old: 

Look to tlK‘ state in which he found his realm. 

And left it; and his annaLs too behold. 

How tc^ a minic’jn first Ik* ga\e the helm; 

Ih-. j./’. w u]>(>n his heart a thirst for gold, 

The besTc r’s \ic'e, which (an hut (^\'erwh('lm 
The iiK'anest hearts; and for the rest, but glanc’e 
"I'hine c‘ye along America and hran('(‘. 

X L 1 V 

‘ ’"1 is true, he was a tool fnsm first to last 
(1 liave the workjnen saf(‘) ; but as a tool 
So let him be consumed. From out the j)ast 
Of ages, since* mankind liave known the rule 
(.’)f monarc hs - irom the bloody tolls amassed 

Of sin and sluught(‘r from the C’aesars’ .sihotd, 

Take the worst })upil; and ptodiae a resign 

Meu'e dreitclied with gc»ie, more cumbered with the slain. 

\ 1 \ 

‘He c\er warred witli fieedom and the* free. 

Nations as men, lu me ^ubjc'c ts, foreign foes, 

So that they utlerc'd the* word “Liln‘rt\ ’ " 

Found Cieorge tlie Tliiid their first o]>ponent. Whose 
HistcH*y was c'Vct stained as his will be 
With national and indi\ulual woes? 

I grant his household abstinonec* ; I grant 
His neutral virtues, which most monarchs want; 
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XLVI 

' I know he was a constant consort , own 
He was a decent sire, and middling lord 
All this IS much, and most upon a tliroiie , 

As tempeiancc, if at Apicms' board, 

Is more than at an aiuhoiitc s supj>cr shown 
I grant him all the kindest can accoid. 

And this was well for him, but not foi thost 
Millions wlio found him what oppiession cliose 

\I V II 

‘The New Woild shook him off, the Old \ct groms 
Beneath what hr and his picpaitd, if not 
Completed he leaves lie irs on manv tin one s 
To all his \iees, without what begot 
Compassion fen him — his taints virtue s eh one s 
Who sleep, or dLspe)ts wlie) h ive now foige^t 
A lesson wliieh shall be re-taught tlicm, wake 
Upon the thrones of earth, but let them epi ike ’ 

XL\ III 

‘Five inilliems of the primitne, who hold 

The faitli which makes ^e gie at on caith, imploie d 
A part of that vast ail they hekl of e>ld. 

Freedom to worshij) — not alone yemr Loid, 
Michael, but you, anei >ou. Saint Pc ter f Cold 
Must be 30U1 souls, if you have not abhoiied 
The foe to Catholic p n tic ipation 
In all the license of a Chiistion nation 

MIX 

‘True^ he allcwed them to pray God but as 
A consequence of prayer, 1 c fused the law 
Which would have placed them upon tlie same base 
With those who did not hold the saints m awe ' 
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But here Saint Peter started from his place, 

And cried, 'You may the prisoner withdraw; 
Eire heaven shall ope her portals to this Cmelph, 
While I am guard, may I be damned myself! 


'Sooner will 1 with (\‘rberus exclKUigc 
office (and his is no sinecure) 

Than see this royal Bedlam — bigot range 
The azure fields of h(‘aven, of lliat be sure’ ’ 

I" replied Satan, '3'ou do well to avenge 
The wir pgs h(‘ made your satellites endure; 

And if to this e\('hangc‘ 3'ou shoidd be given, 
ril try to coax our Cerberus up to heaven.' 

I 1 

Here Michael interposed* '(iood saint^ and de\il! 

Pray, not so last; 30U both outrun di‘=cretion. 

Saint Peter! you \\eie \\o»it to be more civil. 

Satan' extaise tliis waimth of his exjuession, 

And condesci'usion to the Milgar’s level: 

K\en saints sometimes lorgct themsehes in session. 
Ha\ c you got more to sav" ' — ' N\».' — ' If you jdeasc. 
I’ll trouble yc^u to call 3 our witnesses.’ 

. 1 1 

'Then Satan turned and \\a\ed his swarth} hand, 
Which stirred with its electric qualities 
Clouds fai ther oil llian can understand, 

Although we find liim sometimes in our skies; 
Infernal thunder shook both sea and land 
In *ill the planets, and hell’s batteries 
Let off the artillery, w'hich Milton mentions 
As one of Satan’s most suldime inventions. 
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I III 

This was a signal unto such damned souls 
As have the privilege of their damnation 
Extended fai beyond the incic controls 

Of woilds past, j^icscnl, oi to tome , no station 
Is theirs paitRulnl} in the lolls 

Of hell issigned but where then iiulinition 
Oi business e allies tlu in in seaich of ginit, 

Ihe) may range fieel^ — being danini d the same 

I i\ 

The^ are ^iioud of this is well tlie\ in i> 

It b( ing a scji t of Knigluliood, oi gilt Ki y 
Stuek in the 11 loins oi like to m entice 
l]itliel)Kl Stans oi sue h lice miemv 
I boirow 1113 ( imip n isons tioiii ( 1 1 V , 

Being ( 1 ly 1113 self J et not lliose spii ils he 
Ofkndtd with siuh his low hi c nesses 
Wc Know tl c 11 j osts 111 n ibli 1 In tlnn tin sc 

I \ 

When tlie gii it sign il r in fi om Ik i\ c n to he II 
About ten million time s till distinie ictKoiud 
From oiii sun te; its i u tli, is we i in till 

How mueli time it tikes ufi i m n to i seeonn 
Foi eve ly r«iy th it ti ive Is to disj e 1 

liie fogs of J ondon, thiough whuh, dimly be uoned, 
Till w c atlu rcoeks nc gilt sonu thiiec i yc n, 

If that the summer is not too scm le 

1 \ I 

I say that I can tell — twas hall a minuU 
I know the solai lx ims lake up moie time 
Eie, ]) K ked up foi tlic ir joutni y , they Ixgin it, 

But then their telegiapli is less sublime, 
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And if they ran a race, they would not win it 

'Gainst Satan's couriers bound for their own clime. 
The sun talscs up some years for every ray 
I’o reach its goal — tlie devil not half a day. 

LVI I 

Upon the verge of space, alx)ut the size 
Of half-a-cTo\vii, a little speck appc'ared 
(I’ve seen a something like* it in the skies 
In tlie Aegean, ere a srjuall) ; it neared, 

And. ;;.'v " ing higgc'r, took anoth(‘r giiisc'; 

Like an acrir' ship it tacked, and steered, 

Or zi'js steered (I arn doubtful of the grammar 
Of the last j^hrase, winch makc's the stanza stammer; 

LVFl I 

Hut take your choice) ; and then it grew' a cloud; 

And so it was - a cloud of witnesse s. 

Ikil sucli a cloud! No land e’er saw^ a crowd 
Ol' locusts numerous as tlie Jieavens sa\\ tliesc; 
d hey shadowed with their myiiads spae'e; their loud 
And varied cries ^^ere like those of wild geese 
( If nations may be likened to a goos(‘). 

And realized the phrase of 'hell bioKe loose'. 

j » X 

Here craslied a stiuxly oath of stcnit Jolai Hull, 

Who damnctl aw\iy his eyes as heretolbre: 

There Haddy hrogued ' I^y Jasusl' 'W'liat’s your wull.?' 

Tlte temperal<' Sc'ot ('Xtlainu'd: tlie Krc'jich gJiost sw'ore 
In certain terms I sha’it’t translate in full. 

As the first ('oat'hrnan will; and 'midst the war, 
d'he voice of Jonathan was lieard to express, 

' Owr |3resident is going to war, I guess.' 
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I X 

Besides there were the Spaniard, Dutch, and Dane ; 

In short, an universal shoal of shades. 

From Otaheite's isle to Salisbury Plain, 

Of all 1 limes and professions, veais and trades. 
Ready to swear against the good King's leign. 
Bitter as clubs in cards are against spades 
All summoned by this grand 'subpoena', to 
Try if kings mayn't be damned like me or 3^011 

I XI 

When Michael saw this host, he first grt \\ pale. 

As angels can; next, like Italian tvMjiglit, 

He turned all coloui s — as a peat oc K's tail. 

Or sunset streaming thiough a C^othu sKyliglit 
In some old abbey, 01 a trout not stale 

Or distant lightning on the horizon by night. 

Or a fresh rainbow, or a giaiid icvicw 

thirty regiments in led, giecn, and blue 

i \ 1 1 

Then he addressed liimself to Satan ' \\ 

My good old fiiend, for such I deem \ou, thoiigli 
Our different p irties make us light so shy, 

I ne'er mistake you for a per sonal foe , 

Our difference political^ and I 

Trust that, whatever may occur below. 

You know my great respect foi you and this 
Makes me regret whate'er you do amis 1 - 

I XIII 

'Why, my dear Lucifei, would you abuse 
My call for witnesses? I did not mean 
That you should half of earth and hell produce; 

'Tis even superfluous, since two honest, clean, 
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True testimonies are enough; we lose 
Our time, nay, our eternity, between 
The accusation and defence : if we 
Hear both, 'twill stretch our immortality/ 

L X I V 

Satan replied, 'To me the matter is 

Indifferent, in a personal point of view; 

I can have fifty belter souls than this 

With far less trouble than we have gone tlirougb 
Already; ..ji/ I merely argued liis 

Late majesty of Tn'itain's case with you 
LFpon a point of form: you may dispose 
Of him; Tve kings enough below, (jod knows!’ 

I XV 

Thus spoke the l)einf)n (late called 'multifaced' 

By multo-scribbling Southey). 'Then we’ll ('all 
One or two persons of tlie myriads placed 
Around our congress, and dispense with all 
The rest,' quoth Micliael. ' Who may he so graced 
As to speak first? There’s choice enough - who shall 
It be?’ Then Satan answaned, ‘There are many; 

But you may clioose Jack Wilkes as well as any.’ 

LX\ I 

A merry, cock-C3^ed, curious-looking sprite 
Upon the instant started from the throng, 

Dressed in a fashion now^ forgotten quite ; 

For all the fashions of the flesh stick long 
By people in the next world ; where unite 

All the costumes since Adam's, rigid or w rong. 
From Eve's fig-leaf down to the jjetticoat. 

Almost as scanty, of days less remote. 
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I XVII 

The spirit looked around upon the ciowds 

Assembled, and exclaimed, ‘ My fi lends of all 
Tlie spheres, shall caUh eold amongst these clouds. 
So let s to busiiu ss why tins gtnc ral call? 

If thos^' arc ficeholdcis I sec in sluouds. 

And tis fo! an election that thc^ bawl. 

Behold a candidate with unturned ( oit’ 

Saint Peter, ni 13 1 count upon \oui vou 

I win 

Sir,' ie| lied Michael, '\ou mistikc , tJiesc tilings 
Are of i foiinci hte, uid wh it wc do 
Above IS nioie august to judge ol kings 
Is the tnbund met so now 3011 know 

* I hen I pic uinc those gentle me n with wings, 

Said Wilkes, aic chciubs and tli it soul below 
Ix)oks mueh lilve Crce^ige the Ihiiel, l)ut to 1113 mind 
A good vleal oldei Bless me* is he bhnd^ 

1 \ix 

He is what you be hold him md his doom 
Depends upon his deeds tlie \ngi 1 snd 
'If you ha\e aught to arraign in him the tomb 
Cjivc s license to th< liumblc st be gg u s he ul 
1 o lift itself ag unst the loftiest Some, 

Said \\ like s, don t wait to se e tlie m 1 ud in k ad, 
"*or such a liberty - and I, for one. 

Have told them what I thought beneath thc^ sun ' 

LX \ 

* Abote the sun lepeat then, wliat thou hist 

lo urge against him, said the AreJiangcl 'Why,' 
Replied the spirit, 'since old seoics arc jMst, 

Must I turn evidence'' In faith, not I 
MS 



THE VISION Of JUDGMENT 

Besides, I beat him hollow at the last, 

Witli all his Lords and Commons, in the sky 
I don't like nj>ping up old stones, siiue 
His condiu t was but natui al in a jnTnce 

I \ \ I 

‘Foolish, no doubt, ami wukcd, to oppress 
\ pocir LinliK Ky dtvii williout a shilling, 

But then 1 blanic tlic man him^tll hum u h'ss 

Fhan Butt and C n aflc^i^ nd hall be unwilling 
T *^( bini piinislu d 1 j( 1 1 loi then t\(tss, 

Sinee the \ wt /t both cLnimcd Jong ago, and still in 
1 heir plate btlo\\ loi me, I ha\e ioigucn, 

And \ ott his hiihf w mi pus intc^ htavtii 

1 \ \ n 

‘Wilkes, said tht Dtxil * I undt i st uul *dl this ; 

\ ou tin nt vl to h ilf a t oui ti( i t u \ e>u died, 

\nd stem to tlunk n \%ould JH)t bt imiss 
logiow i wholt out on tht otbc t sub 
Ot C'haion s lei 13 , \ou lenge i tliat his 
Ht ign IS n^ntludt <l wliat t)t ti In tide, 

H(‘wt>ntbt so\ ( rt ign inoi t ymi lt)st \oui labour, 
1 01 at the btsi lu wdl i>ut bv \oui nt ighboui 

I \ \ M l 

' I low L\ t 1 , 1 kilt w w hat tt) think ol it, 

When 1 bthekl \t)u in \t>ui )t sting w a^ , 

Flitting and wliis]^tiing lound about tiv s['nt 
When Bt hal, upon dut\ loi (lu di\. 

With 1 o\ s lard was lie ting Whlham Bitt 
Ills pupil, I knt'w what tt) think, I sa\ 

'rhat How even in hell bieeds laithei ills; 

Fll ha\e him - ’twas one ot liis own bills. 
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LXXI V 

'Call Junius * ' From the crowd a shadow stalked, 

And at the name thei e was a general squ(»cze. 

So that tlie vciy ghosts no longer walked 
In comfort, at their own aerial ease. 

But were all rammed, and jammed (but to be l)alk<="d, 
As we shall sec), and jostled liands and knees. 

Like wind compressed and pent within a bladdei 
Or like a human colu, which is sadder 

I x\v 

'Ihc shadow came — a tall, thin, gie3^-haircd hguie, 

"I liat looked as it had been a shade on cai th , 

Quick in its motions, w ilh an an ol \ igoui , 

But nouglit to mark its breeding or its bii th 
Now It waxed little, then again grew bigger. 

With now an an of gloom, oi savage mu th , 

But as 30U ga/c'd upon its fcatiucs, they 
Changed every instant ~ to none could say 

i x\ 1 

The more intently the ghosts ga/cd, the It ss 

Could they distinguish whose tlie ft atures weie 
The Devil himself seemed piiz/lcd cvi n to gut ss, 
They varied like a dream now here, now there , 
And several people swore fiom out tlie pit ss, 

They knew liiin perfectly, and one could sweat 
He was his fathei upon whieh anotliei 
Was sure he was liis mother's cousin's brother 

I X x\ 1 1 

Another, that he was a duke, or knight. 

An orator, a lawyer, or a priest, 

A nabob, a man-rnidwife but the wight 

Mysterious changed his countenance at least 
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As oft as they their minds: though in full sight 
He stood, the puzzle only was increased; 

The man was a phantasmagoria in 
Himself — lie w^as so volatile and tliin. 

L X X V I I I 

"I'lie moment that you had j)ronounced him 07ie^ 
IVesto! his face cliangcd, and he was another; 

And when that change was hardly well put on. 

It varied, till I don't thinh liis own mother 
( 1^ he had a mother) would her son 

Have lai<' vn, lie sliifted so from one to t'other; 

Till guessing from a pleasure grew a task, 

At tliis epistolary ‘Iron Mask'. 

T X X 1 X 

For sometimes he like Cerberus would seem - 
‘d'hree gentlemcMi at once' (as sagely says 
Cto.xI Mrs Malaprop) ; then you might deem 
'That he w'as not even owe; now many rays 
Were flashing round liiin; and now^ a thick steam 
Hid him from sight — like h^gs on Lcmdoii days: 
No^v Ilurke, now dboke, he grew to people's fancies, 
And certes often like Sir Philip fVancis. 

I x X X 

I'\e an hypothesis - 'tis quite my own: 

I never let it out till now, for fear 
Of doing people liarm about the tlirone. 

And injuring some minister or peer, 

On whom the stigma might perhaps be blown: 

It is — my gentle public, lend thine ear! 

"Pis that what Junius \ve are wont to call 
W^as really^ truly, noliody at all. 
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LXX XI 

I don’t see wherefore letters should not be 
Written witlioiit hands, since we daily view 
Them written without heads; and books, we see, 
Are filled as well without the lattci loo 
And really till we hv on somebody 

For certain sine to claim them as his due. 

Their author, like the Niger's moutli, will bothei 
The world to sa\ if there be mouth oi autlior 

I \ X \ 1 1 

'And wdio and what ait thou^’ the \itlijngel said 
' Fot that you ma\ consult my title-page,' 
Rejdied this niiglil^ shadow ol a shade 
' If 1 ha\ c kc I t m3 sc ( 1 ct htili an age, 

I scarce* shall tell it now ' — 'Caiist thou uj)b?.iid. 

Continued Michael, 'Cjccng<' Kc \, 01 allege 
Aught furthei ^ Junius aii'-wcied, ‘ ou liad bcttei 
First ask him foi his answei to m3 Ic ttci 

I \ \ \ I r I 

‘My charges upon iccoid will outlast 
Tlie brass ol botli his ej>itaj)li and tomb 
‘Repent'st tliou not,’ said Muliacl, ‘of some past 
Fxaggei atioi' ^ some tiling whicli may dor>m 
Thyself d false , as him if ti uc '' J liou w .ist 
Too biltci IS it not SO" in th3 gloom 
of passion^' T’ctssion ^ ' ciicd tlu phantom dim, 

‘ I loved iny c 01111113, and I liaP cl him 

[ \ X X 1 \ 

‘What I ha\c written, 1 ha\c‘ written let 
"1 he rest be on bis head or niine^ ' So sjx^ke 
Old * Umhta \ and while speaking yet. 

Away be me Itc d in ccdestial smoke. 

162 



THE VISION OF JUDGMENT 

Then Satan said to Michael, 'Don’t forget 

To call George Washington and Jolin Home Tooke, 
And Franklin — but at this time tJierc was heard 
A cry for room, though not a phantom stirred. 

I.X X X V 

At length witli jostling, elbowing, and the aid 
Of ( herubiin aj^pointcd to that post, 

'rhc devil Asinodeus to tlK‘ eiixlc made 
His \va 3 ^ and looked as if his journey ('ost 
Soi^’' Wlien In'* burden down lie laid, 

‘ What's th's?’ <'i’i('d Miehael: 'why, ’tis not a ghost?' 
M know it/ quoth the intubus; 'but h(* 

Shall i)e one, if you h‘a\t‘ the atikir to m ‘ 

L \ X \ V J 

‘ Confound the renegadof I lia\e sprained 

My k'fl wing, lu''s so lieaw; one would think 
SonK‘ of l/is \v<.)iks about bis lu^ck wc're (liained. 

Hut to the [loint; liovering o’er tne brini' 

OfSl/iddaw (where* as usual it Mill j’ained^, 

I saw a tapt'i', far beh'w me, wink. 

And stoo})ing, < aught this hdhnv at a hljel 
No less on hisitu'y llian the Holt Ihble. 

I \ \ ' \ N 

‘The former is the deNil's serijUure, and 

d'he latter youi's, gouil Mieliat'l; so the allair 
Belongs to all of u<, you understand. 

1 snatehed him up just as you see him tluTe, 

And brought Jiiin off for senteiux' out tjf iiand. 

I’ve searecly been ten minutes in the air - 
At least a (juarter it ran hardly be; 

I dar(’ say that his wife is still at tea.' 
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LXXXVIII 

Here Satan said, 'I know this man of old, 

And have expected him for some lime here; 

A sillier fellow you will scarce behold. 

Or more conceited in his petty sphere : 

But surely it was not worth while to fold 

Such trash below your wing, Asmodeus dear: 

We had the poor u retch safe (without being bored 

With carriage) coming of liis own accord. 

LXXXIX 

‘But since he’s here, let's see what he has done.' 
‘Done!' cried Asmodeus, ‘he :uiticipates 

I'he very business you arc now upon. 

And scribbles as if head clerk to the Fates. 

Who knows to what liis ribaldry may run. 

When such an ass as this, like Balaam's, prates.?' 

'Let's hear,' quoth Michael, ‘what he has to say: 

You Icnow we're bound to that in every way.' 

X c 

Now the bard, glad to get an audience, whicli 
By no means often was his case below'. 

Began to cough, and hawk, and hem, and pitch 
His voice into that aw'ful note of woe 

To all unhappy hearers within reach 

Of poets when the tide of rhyme's in flow ; 

But stuck fast with his first liexameter. 

Not one of all whose gouty feet would stir. 

xc I 

But ere the spavined dactyls could be spurred 
Into recitative, in great dismay, 

Both cherubim and seraphim were heard 

'Fo murmur loudly through their long array; 
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And Michael rose ere he could get a word 
Of all his foundered verses under way, 

And cried, 'For God's sake, stop, my friend! 'twere best 
Non D/, non homines - you know the rest.' 

xci I 

A general bustle spread throughout the tiirong, 

Which seemed to hold all verse in detestation; 

The angels had of course enough of song 
When upon service ; and the generation 
Of ghf'':>. *';id heard too much in life, not long 
llefore, to profit by a new occasion; 

The monarch, mute till then, exclaimed, * What! wliat* 
Pye come again ? No more - no more of that ^ ' 

xc n I 

Tlie tumult grew ; uti universal cougl) 

Con\ulscJ the skies, as during a debate. 

When Castlereagli has been up long enough 
(Before he was lirst minister of state, 

I mean — the slaves hear nozv ) ; some cried 'Oft', oft ' ’ 

As at a fane; till, grown c]uite des[)erate. 

The Bard Saint Peter prayed to interpost' 

(Himself an author) only for his prose. 

X c: i V 

The varlet was not an ill-favoured knave; 

A good deal like a vulture in tlie face, 

Witli a hook nose and a hawk's eye, which ga\e 
A smart :ind sliarpc*r-looking sort of grace 
To his wliole aspect, which, tliough rather grave, 

Was by no means so ugly as his case; 

But that indeed was hopeless as cxui be, 

Quite a poetic felony ‘ de se’. 
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XC V 

Then Michael blew his trump, and stilled the noise 
With one still greater, as is yet the mode 
On earth besides ; except some grumbling voice. 
Which now and then will make a slight inroad 
Upon decorous silence, few wdll twice 

Lift up their lungs when fiiirly overcrowded; 

And now the bard could plead his own bad cause, 
With all tile attitudes of sell-applause 

X c V I 

He said - (1 only gi\e the lieads) - he said. 

He meant no liarm in scribbling; 'twas his way 
Upon all topics; ’twas, besides, his brc'ad, 

Of which he buttered both sides; ’twould delay 
Too long tlie assembly (he was pleased to dread). 
And take up rather more time than a day, 

To name his works - he would l)ut c ite a few' - 
‘Wat lyler’ - ‘Hhymes on Blc-nlu'inr - ‘Waterloo'. 

X (" V I r 

He had written praises of a n^gic id(‘; 

He had writtc*n praises of all kings whatc’VcT; 

He had written for repuhlks far and w ide, 

And then against them hittca er than t*v('r; 

For pantiscK'racy he once liad tric'd 

Aloud, a scheme* less moral than ’twas clever; 

Ihen grew' a lu*arty anti-jac^obin - 

Had turned his coat — and would have turned bis skin. 

X c V J I I 

He had sung against all battles, and again 
In their liigh praise and glory ; he Jiad called 
Reviewing ‘the ungentle craft', and tlien 
Become as base a critic as e'er crawled — 
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Fed, paid, and pampered by the very men 

By whom bus nmse and morals bad I'cen mauled: 
He liad written miith blank verse, and blanker prose. 
And moic ot both than any body knows 

AC i\ 

He had wiittr n Wesley s life*. - hen tinning round 
I'o Satan, ‘Sir, 1 m iead\ to wiitc yours, 

In two octa\ o voluna‘s, nu cl^ l>ound, 

\V Jth notL " and pi c tac < , all tli it most alhn t ^ 

J1 ’ p nuu h is( 1 , *!' id tlu I c ’s iH> (Mind 
1 fc ai , ' I ( »n t lir)o^ L m 3 , nv r i ( \ \c" ers . 

So let me h i\ e the pn )])ci doi iiiiv nts 
I lial I ma} add 3 <>u to nn otieT upIn 

c 

Siit<in how < d, and w siK nt '\\t.]l d\oii, 

\\ ith amiable modi^stc , dec line 
M 3 olU 1 , w h.it sa\ s Mu had " 1 lu j i m h w 

\\ liosc me Hunt > ( t)uld h( i ci tli i dnion duine. 
Mine IS a ju n t/t all woik, not n \v 

\s It w IS oiU( , hut I woulil nial\( \ou shine 
Likt \oui own liiiinjHt B\ tlu w a\ , 1113 ^ own 
Has inoit ot !)iass m it, and i a*- w dl l)UA\n 

c 1 

‘ But talking about tuini}>(. ts, Ik I e in 3 Ni^ion”! 

Now \ HI shall uulgc , ail . 3 < , \ou shall 

Judge with m\ judgnunt, and In in\ Uiiision 
i^e giiulf d w ho sliall i nU r lu a\ i n 01 \iU 
I s(*ttle all tluse things by intuition, 

"1 lines present, past, to come, lu a\cn, hell, and all, 
lake ki .g Alfonso When 1 thus see double, 

1 save the Deity bome words of trouble/ 
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cn 

He ceased, and drew forth an MS. ; and no 
Persuasion on the part of devils, or saints. 

Or angels, now could stop the torrent; so 
He read the first three lines of the contents ; 

But at the fourth, the whole spiritual show 
Had vanished, with variety of scents, 

Ambrosial and sulphureous, as they sprang. 

Like lightning, off from his 'melodious twang' 

cm 

Those grand heroics acted as a spell; 

The angels stopped their ears and plied their pinions 
The devils ran howling, deafened, dowm to hell; 

The ghosts fled, gibbering, for their own dominions 
(For 'tis not yet decided where they dwell, 

And I lea\e every man to his opinions) , 

Michael took refuge in his trump — but, lo ^ 

, His teeth were set on edge, he could not blow ’ 

CIV 

Saint Peter, who has hitherto been known 
For an impetuous saint, upraised his keys, 

And at the fifth line knocked the poet down , 

Who fell like l^hacton, but more at case. 

Into his lake, for there he did not drown ; 

A different web being by the Destinies 
Woven for the Laureate's final wrcatli, whene'er 
Reform shall happen either here or there 

c V 

He first sank to the bottom — like his works. 

But soon rose to the surface - like himself ; 

For all corrupted things are buoyed like corks. 

By their own rottenness, light as an elf, 
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Or wisp that flits o'er a morass: he lurks, 

It may be, still, like dull books on a shelf, 

In his own den, to scrawl some 'Life' or 'Vision', 

As Wclborn says — 'the devil turned precisian'. 

C VI 

As for the rest, to come to the conclusion 
Of this true dream, the telescope is gone 
Which ke])t my optKs fiee from all delusion, 

And '•howc'cl me v\hat I in my turn have shown; 

All i Sc.v\ LiHicr, in the last confusion, 

Was, tljat Ling C^eoige slipped into hea\en for one 
.^jd wlien the tumult dwindled to a calm, 

I left him practising the himdredth psalm. 
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A ROM AUNT 

From Canto I 

I 

On, thou! ill llclhks deemed oi heavenW birth, 
Muse! formed or fabled at the mmstrers v\ilP 
Since shamcxJ full oft by later lyres on ('arth. 

Mine dares not call thee from tiiy sacred hill : 

Yet theie I've wandered by thy vaunted rill: 

Yes! sighed o’er Delphi’s long deserted shrine, 
Where, sa\e that feeble fountain, all is still; 

Nor moU‘ my shell awake the wCiiry Nine 
Yo grace so ])lain a tale this lowly lay of mine. 

1 1 

Whilome in Albion’s isle thc ia^ dwelt a ^^outh, 
Who ne in \'irtiie's ways did take delight; 

But spent his days in riot most unc outh, 

And vexed with mirth the drow sy (‘ar of night. 

Ah, me! in sooth he was a sJiaincdt ss wight. 

Sore given to revel and ungodly glee; 

Few earthl\ things ibund favour in his sight 
Save concubines and (‘arnal conijianie, 

.\nd Haunting wassailers of high and low' degree. 

1 1 1 

Childc Harold was he liight: - but whence^ his name 
And lineage long, it suits me not say; 

Suffice it, tliat ])erchance th(*y were of fame, 

And had been glorious in another day: 
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But one sjcl losel soiJs a name for aye, 

However mighty in the olden time, 

Noi all that heralds take from cofhncd cla^ , 

Not Hond ])iosL, nor honied lies ot th^me, 

C an blazon c mI df e <is, oi e onsc e i ate 1 1 rime 

I \ 

C liildt II u Ide I) i^ked him in tl)( noontide sun, 

1 )is|)()i ting tl ei( like ari’v (>the i fb , 

Nni ek c med })( loi ( hi little d i ^ v as ek n^ 
t’)! e, hi ist^ f light e hill him into mi^e i \ 

But leRig eic si nee i tliud ot his j'is cd l)^, 

W Oise thin iKeisiivtlie C lilldc heUH 
1 Tl (e It the lid u s e)l s UK t\ 

1 he n loath d Ik in 1 is n iti\ < 1 in I lo dw e 11, 

W hu li se ( nied to him moi l lone th ml * i mite s sad cell 


1 oi Ik thioiigh Sjii s long 1 ibMii ih haei i un, 

\oi mail ate'^iKinenl wli n he d/d ^ mis,, 

P ul sighed to m iri} tl ougli he loved but em^, 
\iid til it lov ed oni dtsWoulviiu (i be his 
\h, b i])py sIk Mo sia]K li om him \s Iiosl kiss 
P id M n ])olliition unU> aiiglu so i li istc 
Who soiai liad lelt hei ehiimsloi viilg n lilns, 
\nd spoile d he i goodh 1 mils lo gild his w aste, 
\oi eahn deiiUeslK pe lee hielevei deigned to tisti 


\ 1 

\nel iu)\\ C 111 Ide Hatolel was son siek at heal t, 
Ai d lre)in his le lle^n baeehinals we>uld flee, 

' 1 IS said, at tiiiu s the sullen teai would stall, 
But jnide eongealeel the diop within his ce 
16' 1 
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Apart he stalked in joyless reverie, 

And from his native land lesolved to go, 

And visit scorching dimes beyond the sea, 

With pleasure driiggeci, he almost longed lor woe. 
And e'en foi chcUige of scene would seek the shades 
below 


VII 

The Childe dcparlcci from his fatliei s hall 
It was a vast and vencral)le pile, 

So old. It seemed onl\ not to fall, 

Yet strength was pillaied in c ich in issy iisle 
Monastic dome* condemned to uses vik * 

Where supeistition once had made liei dcii 
Now Paphian guls weii known to sing and smile. 
And monks might deem their time was come agen. 

If ancient talcs saj true, nor wrong lliese holy men 

\ HI 

Yet olt-tirnos in his maddest mnthlul rnocKl 

Strange pangs w ould flash along C hilde ll irold s brow , 

As if the memory of some deadly feud 

Or disappointed passion lurked below 

But this none knew, nor h iply cared to know , 

For his was not that open, aitless soul 
That feels relief by bidding sorrow How, 

Nor sought he friend to counsel or condole. 

Whatever this grief mote be, which he could not control. 

IX 

And none did lov e him * - though to hall and bower 
He gathered revellers from far and near. 

He knew them flattercis of the festal houi , 

The heartless parasites of present cheer. 
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Yea! none did love liim - not his lemans dear — 

But pomp and power alone are woman's care, 

And where these arc light Eros finds a feerc; 

Maidens, like moths, are ever caught by glare. 

And Mammon wins hi^ way wlicre SeiMphs might 
despair. 

X 

Childc Harold had a mother — not forgot, 

I’hough parting from that mother he did shun; 

A i. w^hom he loved, hut saw her not 
li(‘fore his ‘ar;y pi Igi image lH‘gun 
If friends lie l)ad, lie hade* adieu to nc-ne. 

^’et deem not tlu'JKe his hi east a breast of steel* 

Ye, who liavv known what *tis tv) doti' upon 
A fev/ dear oh]c( ts, will in sadiit'ss feel 
Sucli jiartings break th(‘ heart the\ fondly hope to heal. 

\ I 

His house, his home, liis lieritage, liis lands, 

The laughing dames in whom he did deliglit, 

Whose laigc* blue eyes, fair locks, and snowy lumds. 
Might shake the saintship of an amhorite, 

And long had fed liis jouthliil a]>j)etite, 

His goblets brimmed with ever^^ costly w iiie, 

And all that mote to luxury invite, 

Without a sigh, lie left to cross the biine, 

And traverse Paynim shores, and pass k'arth’s centi'al 
line. 

X I I 

Tlie sails were filled, and fair the liglit w inds blew, 
As glad to w'aft him from his native home; 

And last the white rocks faded from liis vitwv, 

And soon were lost in civeumamhient foam: 
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And tlien, it may be, of his wish to roam 
l^cpcnted he, but in his bosom slept 
The silent thought, nor from his lips did come 
C3ne word ol wail, whilst others sate and wept, 
And to the reckless gales unmanly moaning kept. 

\ 1 1 1 

But when tlu siin w»is sinking in tlu' sea 
He scMzecl Ills hai]), wliich lie .it tmu’s could string, 
And stnkc, alhc it with untaiiglit nu lod]^ , 

\\ hen dec-incd lu no strange c as hstc ning 
And now his fingc i . o’c i it he chd fhng, 

And tuned Ins fai c \\c 11 m tiic* dim twilight 
While Hew tlit \cssclonh(i snowy wing, 

And fleeting shoi c s i c c c dc d fi oni Ins sigln , 

Thus to the ekmc els he ] oiiicd Ins last * ()Ood Night ’ 

‘Ann i , adic 11 ’ my iRitiv c slioit 
Fades o'ci the watcis hhu , 
he niglit-w inds sigh tlu hi c ikcisroai. 

And sin k Ks the w del sc a-mc 
''i on sun that se ts upon tlu scm 
W c tollo^^ 111 Ins flight, 

Farewell aw Ink to him and tlu c , 

My nati\e land Ck)od NigliF 

' A few shoi t hoiii s and he ill i ise 
'Fe:) gi\ e tlu' morrow bn ih ; 

And I shall had the* mam and sKu s, 

But not m> mothc‘r eai th 
Deserted is my own good hall. 

Its hearth is desolate; 

Wild weeds are gathering on the wall; 

My dog howls at the gate. 
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'Come hither, hither, my little page! 

Why dost tliou weep and wail? 

Or dost thou dread the billows' rage. 

Or tremble at the gale? 

Hut dash the icar-drop from thine eye ; 

Our sJii]:> is swift and strong: 

<liir fletdcst falcon scarce c;m fly 
More merrily alt^ng.’ 

'lx*t winds be shrill, let waves roll higli, 

1 fear not wave nor wind: 

Yet '1 arvel nol. Sir Clidde, tliat I 
Am sorrcwvfu] in mind; 
f'or I ha\e frc'in my father gc>iK‘, 

A modier whom 1 love. 

And have no friend, save these alone, 

But thee ^ and One abov'e. 

‘ TM V tatlu^r ]>less<'<l me feiwently. 

Vet did not much complain; 

Hut s<>i't‘lv will my mother sigh 
d ill I come l>ack again.’ -- 
‘ Knough, enough, my little lad' 

Siu'h ti'ars become thiiu' ewe; 

If I thy guileless bosom had. 

Mine own v\ ould not be dry. 

'C'ome liitluM', hitlier, my staiineli yeoman, 
W’liy dc-t thou loi>k so pale? 

Or dost thou dread a Freneli foeman.^ 

Or shiver at the gale?' - 
' Oeerncst thou 1 tremble for m^^ life ? 

Sir Childe, Tm not so weak; 
l^ut thinking on an absent wife 
Will blanch a faithful cheek. 
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'JVIy spouse and boys dwell near tliy hall. 
Along the bordering lake. 

And when they on their fatlier t'all, 

What answer shall she make ? ' — 
'Enougli, enough, my yeoman good. 

Thy grief let none gainsay ; 

But I, who am oi'ligliter mood. 

Will laugh to flee away. 

‘For who would trust the seeming sighs 
Of wife or paramour P 
Fresh fer(\s will dry the i)riglit l>lue eyes 
W'^e late saw streaming o'er. 

For i^lcasures p:ist I do not grieve, 

Nor perils gathering near; 
iVly greatest grief is that I leave 
No thing that claims a tear. 

‘And now I'rn in the world alonc^ 

Upon the wide, wide sea: 

Hut why sliould I for otliers groan, 

W^hen none will sigh for mc.^ 

Perchance my dog will whine in v^un. 

Till fed by stranger hands; 

But long ere I come back again 
He'd tear me whei'e lie stands. 

‘ W'^ith thee, iny bark. I'll swiftly go 
Athwart the foaming brine; 

Nor care wdiat land thou bear'st me to. 

So not again to mine. 

W'elcome, welcome, ye dark-blue waves! 

And when you fail my sight. 

Welcome, ye deserts, and ye caves 1 
iVTy native land — Cjt>od Night ! ' . . . 
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From Canto III 


X X I 

There was a sound of revelry night, 

And BeJgiuirrs caj)ital liad gathered then 

Her Beauty and her Chivalry - and brig] it 

'I'he lamps shone o’er fair women and bra\e men; 

A 'la ;..:md h(*arts beat hapfHly; and when 
Music arose with its voluptuous swell, 

Soft eyes looked love to eyes vvliich spake again, 

And all went merry as a marriage bell; 

But hush! h. rk ! a deep sound strikes like a rising knell 

X \ 11 

Did ye not hear it^ - No; ’twas but tlie \^ind, 

Or the car rattling o’er the stony ^trec't: 

On with tlie dance! let joy be unconhned; 

No sleep till morn, when youth and pleasure meet 
To chase the glowing hours witli Hying feet ~ 

But, haik! — that hea\y sound breaks in once inoi’e, 
As if tlie clouds its echo w^oulu rej)eat; 

And iK*arer, Dearer, deadlier than before! 

Arm! arm’ it is it is — the cannon's opening roar! 

XXIII 

Within a windowed niche of tliat liigh liall 
Sate Brunswick’s fated chieftain ; he did hear 
That sound the first amidst tlie festival. 

And caught its tone with death’s prophetic ear; 

And when they smiled because he deemed it near, 
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His heart more truly knew tliat peal too well 
Which strctclicd his father on a bloody bier, 

And roused the vengeance blood alone could quell: 

He rushed into the lield, and, foremost lighting, fell. 

X X I 

Ah! tlien and tlicre was Ijurrying to and fro, 

And gathering tears, and tremblings of distress, 

And cheeks all pale, which but an hour ago 
Blushed at the i-jrai^e of their own loveliness; 

And tlieiv were sudden partings, suili as press 
The life from out young hearts, and clioking sighs 
Whic'h nc‘er might be n‘[)eated; wlio l ould guess 
If ever more should meet those* mutual eyes, 

Since upon night so svsc‘et sucli awful morn could rise! 

X \ 

And there was mounting in hot haste - the steed, 

The mustering scjuadion, and the elattc‘ring car, 

Went pouring forward with impetuous speed. 

And swiftly Ibrming in tlie ranks of war, 

And the deep tliunder peal on |K*al afar; 
xAnd ncai', tlue Ix-at ol'the alarming drum 
Roused up tile soldier ere the nioriung star; 

Wliile thronged the citize ns witli tenor dumb, 

Or whispering with wliite lips - 'The Ibcb They come 
they cornel ' 

X X V I 

And wild and high the 'Cameron’s gathering' rose I 
The war-note of Lochicl, which Albyn's hills 
Have heard, and heard, too, have licr Saxon foes: - 
How in the noon of night that pibroch tJirills, 
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Scivagc and shrill^ But with the breath which fills 
Iheii inountaui-j)ip( , so fill the mountaineers 
With the h( rce native daring which instils 
1 he stilling me moi • of i tliousanJ ^cars. 

And I V in s, Don ild s i inu iings in c ich clansman s ears! 

\ \ V I I 

And \i (Ic niu s w i\ t s cil>(>\ ( tli( m lu r gi cn leaves, 

Di wy w ith 11 itui L s tc Ji di >]> , is ihc\ p iss, 

Cjiu ' it uighl in uuin it( ( ( i gi k is, 
e>\titlu iiiii inning I ii\(, ilis’ 
h re ( \cnirig to i)t tioddr n lil t tin 41 1 s 
Whu li noNv Ik/k ilii tiu in. I Lii ihovt shall giow 
In its IK \ t ' 1C. It w I k n this 111 1 } nnss 
Of li\ing \ doui, lulling on the loe, 

\nd hurning with higli hope hill niouldei told and low 

\ s \ ] 1 1 

I asi noon lichdd then hill ol llIst^ iiii 
I istcNc in [)( iutv 's tiitk jnoudh g 
1 lie midnight 1)1 ought the sign il-sound ot stiife, 
lilt mom lilt in ir sli illing in 11 ms, tli d 13 
Battlt sinignilii nth sit m 11 1 i\ ' 

1 he thundc I clouds cIom oci n whu h wlun rent 
1 Ik t 1* ill IS c o\ 1 1 td thii 1 wilhi lniilav, 

Whitlilti t>\\n(li\ shdlto\ti lit i|»t d and j)ent, 

Hid i indlioisc, tiund tot, i 1 ont 1 1 d hui i il bltnt ^ 

V \ 1 1 1 

lhi\t notloNttlllu woild, noi the w 01 Id me, 

1 lu\ e not 11 ittt led its 1 aiik bi t ath, 1101 bowed 
It) Its itlol itiu s a patitnt kiiet , 

Noi (oiiKdm\ t luck to smiles, - 1101 tiitd aloud 
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In worship of an echo ; in the crowd 
They could not deem me one of such I stood 
Among them, but not of them - in a shioiid 
Of thoughts which were not then thoughts, and still could. 
Had I not filed my mind, which thus itself subdued 

c \ I V 

I have not loved the woild, noi the world me, 

But let us part fair foes, I do believe, 

Though I have found them not, that there ma^ be 
Words which are things, hopes which will not deceive. 
And virtues which aic ineieiful, nor weave 
Snares for the failing 1 would also deem 
0*cr others* griefs that some sincerely giievc, 

That tw o, or one, ai c almost what they seem, - 
That goodness is no name, cUid happiness no die am 

Ffom Cd7ito IV 


1 STOOD in Venice, on the Bi idge of Siglis, 

A palace and a piison on c ach hand 
I saw from out the wave her structures use 
As from the stioke of the ciichantei s wand 
A thousand years their cloudy wings expand 
Around me, and a dying glory smiles 
0*er the far times, when many a subject land 
Looked to the winged Lion's mar ble Julies, 

Where Venice sate m state, thioned on hei hundied isles’ 

1 1 

She looks a sea Cybele, fresh from ocean, 

Rising with her tiara of proud towers 
At airy distance, with majestic motion, 

A ruler of tire waters and their powers 
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And such she was; — hei daughters had their dowers 
iMoni spoils of nations, and tlie exhaustless East 
Pouied in her lap all gems in sparkling sho^^el s 
In puiplc was she lobcd, and of he r feast 
Monatchs j^aitook, and deemed then dignity increased 


1 1 1 

In Venice 1 isso's ecliocs aic no nion^, 

\nd silent lows tlic songkss gondolm 
If nnJacf s aie cinnihling U) llie sjjorc, 

Vnd inuMc nectsne t cil\\a\snovc the cai 
Ihosc^ days me gone the beauty si ill is In re 
States fill, aits t ide but n ituic doth not die, 
Nor ^et V»ig t iiow \ enice once was dtar, 

1 he pleasant place ot all li su\ it} , 

1 lie ic\el o{ the earth the inisque ot Italy ^ 

I V 

Hut unto us she hatli i spell be >ond 
Her name in story, and hci long an ly 
Ot mighty shadows, whoNe dim forms despond 
Vbo\ e the Dogelc ss c ity's \ inishc d sw.i\ , 

Oui s IS a tiojihy whicli will not dec i} 

With the Rialto, Si >lock ana the Mc:)oi, 

And Pu lie, can not be swept ot woin away — 
The keystcRics of the arch’ tliough all we*rc o'ei , 
1 or us repeopltd wcic the solitary ‘'hoie 

\ I 

Ihc spouselcss Adriatic inouins hei loid, 

And annual mariiagc now no more lencwed, 
The Bucentaur lies lottuig unrestored, 
Neglected garment of her widowhood’ 
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St Mark yet sees his Lion where he stood 
Stand, but in mockci y of his withered ]>ower. 

Over the proud place where an Enipeioi sued, 

And monaichs ga/ed and envied in the hour 
When Venice was a queen with an untqLudled dower 

XII 

1 he Suabian sued, and now the Austi lan leigns — 
Anlinpeioi tiainpks whcic anhmpeioi knelt, 
Kingdoms arc '■hiunk to pioMiiccs, and chains 
Clank over sceptic d citic*- nations melt 
From powei s high pinnacle, when they have lelt 
'Ihe sunshine foi a wliile, and downw nd go 
Like lauwinc loosened from the mountain s belt, 
Oh for one hoiu ot blind old Dandolo’ 

Th' octogeinnan ehiel, By/antium s eonqueiing toe 

X 1 1 I 

Betoie St Maik still glow his steeds ot brass, 

Iheir gilded coll irs glittering in ihc sun. 

But IS not Dona's meniee come to piss^ 

Are they not bridlecP Venice, lost and won, 

IIci thirteen liiindred yccMs ot ficedorn done. 
Sinks, like a sea-weed, unto whence she rose ^ 
Better be whelmed beneath the wa\ es, and shun. 
Even in desti uc tioii’s depth, her foreign toes, 
From whom submission wiings an infamous repose 

\ I \ 

In youth she was all glory — a new Tyre - 
Her \ ery by-word spi ung from \ ictoi y, 

1 he ‘ Planter of the Lion’, which through fire 
And blood she bore o’er subject earth and sea; 
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Though making many slaves, Jierself still free. 
And Europe's bulwark 'gainst the Ottoniite; 
Witness Troy’s rival, Candia! Voucli it, ye 
Immortal waves tliat saw Lepanto’s fight! 

For yc are names no time nor tyranny can blight. 


XV 

Statues of glass — all sliivx*red — the le-ng file 
Of her dead Ooges are dcalined to dust; 

P .1 ' 'iiTe tliey dvc'lt, the \ast and sumptuous pile 
IlesjieaU.s t’a- jiageant of their splendid trust; 

Their s('('[itre broken, and their sword in rust, 

Ha\e yielded to the stranger: empty ItaJJs, 

Thin str. ets, and foreign asp(‘Cts, sueli as must 
Too oft remind lier who and wliat entlirals. 

Hat e flung a desolate cloud o’er Venice' lovely walls. 

X \’ I 

When Athens’ armies fell at Syracuse, 

And Ic'ttered thousands bore tlu' yoke of war, 
Uecltmiption rose up in the Attic Muse, 

Her voice thc‘ir only ntnsom from afar: 

Sc‘C‘I as tliev chant the tragic' hymn, the car 
Of tlu' o’ermastered victor stops, the reins 
Fall from his liands — liis idle scimitar 
Starts fiom its belt -- he rends his i'a[)live’s chains. 
And bids him thank the bard for freedom and his strains. 

XVII 

Thus, Venice! if no stronger claim were thine. 

Were all thy proud historic deeds forgot - 
Thy choral memory of the Bard divine. 

Thy love of lasso, should have cut the knot 
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Which ties thee to thy tyrants ; and thy lot 
Is shameful to the nations — most of all, 

Albion! to thee: the Ocean queen should nor 
x\bandon Ocean’s children; in the fall 
Of Venice think of thine, despite thy wateiy wall 

XV I M 

I loved her from my bo^^hood — she to me 
Was as a fairy city of tlie heart. 

Rising like water-columns from the sea - 
Of joy the sojourn, and of wealth the mai I, 

And Otway, Radclifle, Schiller, ShaKespeai e’s ai t, 
Had stamped her image in me, and even so, 
Although I found her thus, wc did not part, 
Perchance even deaiei m her day o\ woe. 

Than when she was a boast, a maivel, and a show 

\x\ J 

The commonwealth of kings - the men of Rome’ 
And even since, and now, fair Italy’ 

Thou art the garden of the world, the home 
Of all art yields, and natuic tan cktn'c; 

Even in thy desert, what is like to thet''^ 

Thy very weeds are beautiful - thy waste 
More rich thtm other climes feitility; 

Thy wreck a glory, and thy ruin giaccd 
With an immaculate charm whicli cannot be defaced 

XXVII 

Tlie moon is up, and yet it is not night - 
Sunset divides the sky with her — a sea 
Of glory streams along the Alpine heiglit 
Of blue PYiuli’s mountains; Heaven is free 
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From clouds, but of all colours seems to be 
IVIclted to one vast Iris of the west, 

Wliere the day joins the past eternity; 

While, on the other liand, meek Dian's crest 
F'loals tlirougii the azure air — an island of tlie blest! 

XXVIII 

A single star is at her side, and reigns 
Witli her o'er half the lovely heaven; but .still 
Yon sunny sea heaves brightly, and remains 
P I o'er the peak of the far Kliaetian liill. 

As day an 1 night contending were, until 
Nature reclaimed her order: - gently hows 
The deep-dyed Hrenta, where their hues instil 
'The odoioiK purple of a new-born rose, 

Winch streams upon her stream, and glassed within it 
glows, 

X X 1 X 

Filled witli the face of heaven, which, from afar, 
Comes down upon the waters! all its hues. 

From the rich sunset to th(‘ rising star. 

Their magical variety diflusc: 

And now they change - a paler shadow strews 
Its mantle o'er tl)c mountain‘s; parting day 
Dies like the ^loljjhin, whom each pang imbues 
With a new colour as it gasps aw ay, 

Thv last still loveliest, till - 'tis gone - and all is grey. 


XX X 

There is a tomb in Arqua; - reared in air. 
Pillared in tbeir sarcophagus, repose 
The bones of Laura's lover: here rc’pair 
Many familiar with his well-sung woes, 
175 



POEMS OF BYRON 


The pilgrims of his genius. He arose 
To raise a language, and his land reclaim 
hYom the dull yoke of her barbaric foes: 

Watering the tree wliich bears his lady’s name 
With his melodious tears, he gave himself to fame. 

X X X I 

They Keep his dust in Arqua, where he died - 
'rhe mountain-village where his lattei' days 
Went down the vale of years; and Yis their pride 
An hpiiest pride — and let it be their }>raise, 

To offer to the j^assing stranger's gaz(* 

His mansion and his sepulchre both plain 
And venerably simple - such as raise 
A feeling more accordant with his strain 
Than if a pyramid formed his monumental f:UH‘. 

X X X n 

And tlie soft quiet hamlet where he dwell 
Is one of that complexion wlndi seems made 
1^'or those wlio tlieir mortality have felt, 

And sought a refuge from their hojxss de('aye<l 
In tlie deep umbrage of a green hiirs shade, 
Which shows a distant j>rospect far away 
Of busy cities, now in vain di:q)layed. 

For they can lure no furtlier; and tlu' ray 
Of a bright sun can make sullieient holiday, 

xxxni 

Developing the mountains, leavt's, and flowers, 
And shining in the brawling bro(d\, where-by, 
C’lear as its current, glide the sauntering hours 
VvYth a calm languor, which, though to the eye 
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Idlesse it seem, hath its morality - 
If from sociot}^ vve leani to live, 

'Tis solitude should teach us liow to die; 

It hath no flatterers: \«'uiity can gi\e 
No hollow aid; alone - man vvitl) his Clod must strive: 


\x \ I V 

Or, It may be, with demons, who impair 
"Hie strc'ii^th of better thouglits, and se(d\ their pre}^ 
In melanclioly liosoms — ‘-uch as were 
Of • .v)o ly lf'\tun- fnan tlieii* earliest day, 

And loved to .well in darKness and dismay 
Dc'eaning themsf l\(‘s ])redestined to a doom 
Wlncli is not of the l'>anjj;s that ])ass <i\\a\ ; 
jMaKing tin suti like* blocnl, tlie earth a tomi), 

'I he tomb a hell, and ludl itscdf a murkier gloom, 

\ \ \ \ 

l\‘rrara’ in tliy w idc‘ and gras>.-gro^^n streets, 

Wdiose s^iiiuu tyv was not for solitude*, 

"I'lu*re seems as 'twt le a cuise upon the seats 
Of fornH*r soMieigns, aiid the* anticpie brood 
Of Kste, winch lor many an age made* good 
Its strength witlnn thy walls, an i was cd yore 
Patron or i \r:mt, as the (.hanging mood 
Of ix’tty [K)wer im]H*lled, of those who wore 
d'he wreath wiii(.h Dante's hrow cdcxie had worn before. 


\ 1. 1 1 

llaha! oh Italia’ thou who bast 
d'he fatal gift cd' beauty, which bec ame* 

A funeral dowser of ]>resent woes and past - 
On thy svNcet brow is se^n ow [)lougheel by shame, 
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And annals graved in characters of flame. 

Oh, God ! that thou wert in thy nakedness 
Less lovely or more powerful, and couldst claim 
Thy right, and awe the robbers back, who press 
To shed thy blood, and drink the tears of tliy distress; 

X M 1 1 

Then might'st tliou more ap]:)al — or, less desired, 

Be homely and be peaceful, undeplored 

T'or thy destructive i liarms; then, still untired, 

Would not be seen the armed torrents poured 

Down the deep Alps ; nor w ould the liostile horde 

Of many-nationed spoilers from the Po 

Quaff blood and water; nor tlic stninger’s sword 

Be thy sad weapon of defence — and so, 

Victor or vanquished, thou the slave of friend or foe. 

XJ.I V 

Wandering in youth, I traced tlie path of him, 

The Roman friend of Rome's least-mortal mind. 

The friend of Tully: as my bark did skim 
'Phe bright blue waters witli a fanning wind. 

Came Megara bcfoi e me, and behind 
Aegina lay, Piraeus on the right. 

And Corintli on the left; I lay reclined 
Along the prow, and saw all these unite 
In ruin, even as lie liad seen the desolate sight; 

X LV 

For Time hath not rebuilt them, but upreared 
Barbaric dwellings on their shattered site. 

Which only make more mourned and more endeared 
The few last rays of their far-scattered light, 
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And the crushed relics of their vanished might. 

The Roman saw these tombs in his own age. 

These sepulchres of cities, which excite 
Sad wonder, anrl his' yet surviving page 
The moral lesson bears, drawn tioin such pilgrimage. 

\ L V I 

n hat page is now before me, and on mine 
Ills country's ruin added to the mass 
Of perished states lie mourned in their decline. 

Ana 1 in desoiation: all tliat zcas 
Of then destruction u \ and now, alas! 

Rome — Rome imjieiial, bows her to tJie storm, 

In the same (^ns^ and blachness, and we pass 
The skeleton of her Titanic form, 

Wrecks of another world, whose ashes still arc WMnn 

X I V I I 

Vet, Ital}^! through every other kind 

Thy wrongs sliould ring, iuid shall, irom side to side 

Mother of Arts! as once of Arms^ th}'^ hand 

Was then our guardian, and is still oui guide; 

Parent of our religion! wliom tlie wide 
Nations have knelt to for the kc^s of Heavt'ii! 
Europe, repentant of her pt*irieide, 

Shall yet redeem tliee, and, all backward driven. 

Roll the barbaiian tide, and sue to be forgiven.. . 

L X X V l I I 

Oh Rome ! my country ! city of the soul I 
The orphans of die heart must turn to thee, 

I^ne mother of dead empires! and control 
In their shut breasts their petty misery. 
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Whit aie our woes and sufferance? Come and see 
The cypress, hear the owl, and plod your way 
O'er sttps of broken thrones and temples, ye* 
Whose agonies are evils of a day — 

A world IS at oui feet as fragile as our clay 

1 X X j \ 

llu Niobe of n itions* there -.he st mels, 

CliilellC'.s anel c ro\Mil( ss in her \ ok dess uoe , 

An empty uin witlnn her witluieel h inds. 

Whose holy dust was seittcreel long ago, 

"I lie S( ipios tomb eoiitains no aslies now 
T.1 k veny ‘ e pule lire s lu tenintkss 
Of then licreue dwellcis elost thou l]e)W 
Old 1 ibcr * tinough a marble wilderness? 

Rise, with thvy^^llow waxes nul nnntle her ehstitss 

T XXX 

The Cioth, the Christian tunc, w ii, flood and Ine, 
Have elealt upon the seven hillcel city's puck 
She siw hei gloiu s star by star expiic. 

And up the stce p bar bar i in mon n c hs ride , 

Where the c n chinbcel tlic C aj^itol, fai inel wide 
Icmple cUid tower went down nor left a ite 
Cliaers of ruins* who shall ti kc the vo d. 

O'er the dim fiiigments east i liin n light 
And say, 'heic was, or is/ whcic^ all is doubly niglit? 

J X X \ I 

Ihe double night ed ages, anel e)t liei , 

Night's daughter. Ignorance, hath wrapt ^mel wrap 
All round us, v\c but feel our way to cri 
The oeean hath his chart, tlie stars then map, 
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And Knowledge spreads them on her ample lap; 

But Honu' is as the desert, where vve stc er 
Stumbling o'er recollections; now we clap 
Our hands, and cry ‘Kureha ! ’ it is clear - 
When but some fals<^ mirage of ruin riwse.s near. 

I X X X I I 

Alas! the lolly and alas! 

The trebly hundred triumphs ^ and the tlay 
WJien Brutus made the dagger's edge surpass 
Th i pioi'()r's swoul in bearing fame away! 

Alas, for '’ru'iy’s voice, and Virgil's lay. 

And Li\y’s ])ictiued ]>age’ but tlu‘se sliall be 
Her resurrection; all beside - decay 
Alas, for < arth, for newer shall \wc see' 

"rhat brightness in lie'r ewe slu' bore wlic'n Borne was free!. 

\c \ I 

C'an tyr*ints but b\ tyrants coiKjueu'd be, 

And Freedom find nr> champion and no child 
Such as Columbia saw arise wlien she 
Sprung forth a Fallas, armed and undefiled.'' 

Or must such minds be nourished in the wild, 

Dee]^ in the unju'uned forest, 'midst the roar 
Of cataracts, wdiere nursing Nature smiled 
On infant Washington.? Has earth no more 
Such seeds within hcT brea'^t, or Kurope no such '^hore? 

X V 1 1 

But France got drunk witli blood to \omit crime, 

And fatal have her Saturnalia been 
To Freedom's cause, in twery age and clime; 

Because the deadly days which we have seen, 
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And vile Ambition, tliat built up between 
Man and his hopes an adamantine wall, 

And the base ])dgeant 1 ist upon the scene, 

Are grown the pretext for the cleinal tin all 
Which nips life’s tiec, and dooms man's worst - his second 
fall 


XC VIII 

Yet, r reedom ’ yc t ihy baimei , lorn, but il} mg 
Streams like the thundc i-stoi m against the w ind , 

Thy ti Limpet \ oiee though hi oktn now and dying. 
The loudest still the tt inpest k ivcs behind, 

Thy tice hath lost its blossoms, and tlx mid, 

Choi)ped by the axe, looks rough ai cl little \ orth 
But the sap lists, and still the seed wt find 
Sown deep, even in the bosom ol the Noi tli 
bo sliall a better spring less bittci li uit bring loi th 

( VII 

Cypicss and ivy, weed and wallflower giown 
Matted and massed togetlici, liillocks lieaptd 
On what were chambers, aieli crushed, column stiown 
In fragments, choked up vaults, ind tiescoes steeped 
In subterranean damps, wheie the owl peeped, 
Deeming it midnight - temples, baths, oi halls ^ 
Pronounce who can for all that Leainmg reaped 
From her research hath been, that these aie walls - 
Behold the Imperial Mount’ 'tis thus the mighty falls 

CVIII 

There is the moi al of all humcUi tales , 

'Tis but tlie same rehearsal of the past, 

First I reedom, and tlien Glory — when that f ills, 
Wealth, vice, corruption, - bai barism at last 
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And History, with all her volumes vast, 

Hath but one page, - 'tis better written here, 

Where gorgeous Tyranny hath thus amassed 
All treasures, all delights, that eye or ear. 

Heart, soul could seek, tongue ask - away with words! 
draw near, 

(MX 

Admire, exult - despise - laugh, weep, - for here 
There is such matter foi all feeling: - Man! 

I'hou pendulum betwixt a smile and tear, 
s .a»d realms are crowded in this span, 

'1 liirt jnountiLin, whose obliterated plan 
"i he pyramid of empires pinnai led, 

C)i Cdory's gew^gawM shining in the \an 

I'll! the sun's lays with added flame were filled^ 

Wliere are its golden roofs'^ Wliere those who dared to 
build f 

( \ 

'i ully was not so eloquent as thou, 

"1 hou nameless column with the buried base! 

Wiiat are the laurels of the Caesar's brow? 

Crown me with ivy from his dwelling-place. 

Whose arch or j^illar meets me in the face, 

Titus or I'rajan's? No - 'tis thrt of Time: 

Triumph, arch, pillar, all he doth displace 
Scoffing; and apostolic statues climb 
To crush the imperial urn, whose ashes slept sublime, 

CXI 

Buried in air, tiic deep blue sky of Rome, 

And looking to the stars: they had contained 
A spirit which with these would find a home. 

The last of those who o’er the whole earth reigned, 
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1 he Roman globe, for after, none sustained. 

But yielded back his conquests — he was more 
1 han j ineie Alexinder, and, unstained 
With household blood and wmc, serenely wore 
His so\ereign \ iitues — still wo Tiajan's name adore 

C XX\ II I 

Arches on aiches^ as it w^ie that Rome, 

Collecting tile duel ti opines of lier line, 

Would build up all he.i triumphs in one dome. 

Her Coliseum st mcK the moonbeams shine 
As ’twcic its natiual torches, loi di\ me 
Should Ik the light which streams heie, to illume 
ihis long-e\])lor ed hut still c'xlumstlc ss nunc 
Ot conteinjdation, ^nd the a/ure gloom 
Of an Italian night, wh^ ic (he dec |) sKic s issiime 

c \ \ I \ 

Hues which ha\e worels, and speak to \e (st heaven, 
bloats o'er this vast ind wondrous monument, 

And shadows toith its gloi^ I lu rc is given 
Unto the things of e u th, vvhic li 1 imc hain bent, 

A spiiit s feeling, and whcie he hath Ic mt 
His hand, but bic^ke his scythe, the iv. is a power 
^nd magic in the ruined battlement, 

For which the pal uc ot the pic sent hour 
Must yield its pomp, and wait till ages nc its dovveu 

e \ X X 1 X 

And hene the buz/ ot c igc'r nations ran. 

In murrnuicd pity, ot load-roaic d ajiplause. 

As man was slaughtered by his fellow man 

And wherefore slaughteied^ wheietoie, but because 
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Such were the bloody C'ircus’ genial laws, 
And the imperial pU^asure. - Wlicrefore not? 
What matters where vve fall to fill tlu? maWvS 
Of worms - on battle-plains or list(‘d spot? 
Ik)th are but th(*atres where the chief actors rot. 


J see bei(jr(' iiU' the (dadiator lie: 

He leans upon liis liand “ Jfis manly brow 
C’onsents to deatli, but c onqiuu s agony, 

And ujs ■j'ocu>ed liead sinks giadually low - 
And tlii'ough ius sidc“ tlu‘ last drops, ebbing slow 
From th'/ r(‘(l gash, fall lu'avy, one by one, 

Like tlie first (’*f a ihunder-show er ; and th)w^ 

The arejia s\Mms annind him - he is gone, 

Ere ceas(‘d tlie inhuman shout which hailed the wretch who 
won. 

(■ X I.I 

He lu'ard it, but lie heedc'd not - his eyes 
Were whth his heart, and that was far aw'ay ; 

He recked not of tiie life Ik' lost nor priza*, 
l^ut where his rude hut f)y the Danube lay, 

There were* his \oung barbaiians all at play, 

There was their Dacian mother - he, their sire, 

Butclierc'd to make a Uomai. holiday - 
All this ruslied with liis lihnid - Shall he expire 
And una\onge<F Arise! yi* (ioths. and glut your Ire! 

i’ \ 1. 1 1 

Hut here, where murder breathed lu r bloody steam; 

And here, wluu'c buzzing nations choked the ways, 

And roar' d or murmured like a mountain stream 
Dashing or winding as its torrent strays; 
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Here, where the Roman million’s blame or praise 
"^Was death or life, the playthings of a crowd. 

My voice sounds much — and tall the stars’ taint rays 
On the ai ena void - seats crushed walls bow ed - 
And galleries, whcic iny steps seem cchots strangely loud 

CM HI 

A ruin - yet what ruin' from its mass 
Walls, palaces, Inlf-cities, ha\e been ic ircd 
Yet oft the enornous skeleton ye pass, 

And mai vel where the spoil could have appt ared 
Hath It indeed been pkuidcrcd or but cle ii cd ^ 

Alas ' developed, opens the decay. 

When the colossal fabiic s tonn is neaied 
It will not bear the biightncss ot the d i\, 

Which streams too much on all }eai s, rn in, have icft away 

e \i 1 V 

But when the rising moon Ixgms to climb 
Its topmost arch, and gently pauses thcic , 

When the stars twinkle through the loops of tinu. 

And the low night-brcczc wa\ts along the an 
The gailand-toiest, which the grey walls we ir, 

Like laurels on the bald hrst C aesai s he ad , 

When the light shines serene but doth not glare. 

Then in this magic circle laise the dead 
Heroes have tiod this spot - ’tis on then dusi ye tre id 

c X LV 

‘ Wlnle Stands the Coliseum, Rome shall stand, 

'When falls the Coliseum, Rome shall fall, 

'And when Rome falls - the World ' Fiom our own land 
Thus spake the pilgrims o'er this mighty wall 
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In vSaxon times, which we are wont to call 
Ancient, and these three mortal thmgs are still 
On their foundations, and unaltered all , 

Konic and hci ruin past redemption’s skill, 

The World, tlie same wide den — of thieves, or what 
yc will 

C I XXV 


Hut I foiget My Pilgiini s shiine is won 
And he and I must p u t so let it he 
His task inel nunc dike aic nearly elonc, 

Yet one moi c let us look upon tlie sc i 
1 he midland ecc in hicaks on him and nu 
And from the Mban Mount wc now bcnold 
Gill tnend of \outh, tint oeean, wliub when vve 
Beheld it last by C all f s locl unfold 
Those waves, we followed on till the diik I uxme i oiled 


e I \ \ \ r 

L poll the blue Symjdcg id( s , long \ ns 
Long, tliough not ven man\, since ha\(. done 
"1 he ir work on both, some sufit nng and some tears 
Have left us ncaily wheie we had begun 
ct not in vain our men tal race Ii ith i un 
We ha\ e h id oui i e w ai d - and he 1 1 
lint we can yet feel gliddenedbv the sun 
And reap from earth, se i, ]0} almost as de ii 
As if tliere were no nnn to trouble what is clear 


c I XXVIl 

Oh^ that the desert were m3 dv\elhng-pl ue. 
With one fair spirit for my minister , 

That I might all forget tlie human race. 
And, hating no one, love^ but only her ’ 
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Ye elements! - in whose ennobling stir 
I feel myself exalted — can ye nut 
Accord me such a being ^ Do I err 
In deeming such inhabit many a spot ? 

Though with them to converse can rarely be our lot. 

c L X X V 1 1 I 

There is a pleasure in the pathless woods. 

There is a rapture on the lonely shore, 

'1 here is society, whcic none intrudes, 

By the deep sea, and music in its roar. 

I love not Man the less, but Nature more, 

FYom these our interviews, in which 1 steal 
From all 1 may he, or have been befoie, 

To mingle^ with the univcise, and feel 
What I can ne’er express, yet can not all conce.d. 

Cl w i\ 

Roll c>n, thou dec‘p and daiK blue oc ran - rolF 
Ten thousand flc(‘ts sweep o\ei thee in vain; 

Man marks the earth wnth rum - his control 
Stops with the shore; — ni>on tlie watery plain 
The wrecks are all thy deed, nor dotli remain 
A shadow of man's ravage, save his own, 

When, for a moment, likc^ a drop of rain, 

He sinks into thy depths wdth bu biding groan, 
Without a grave, unknelled, iincothned, and unknown. 

( LXXX 

His steps are not upon thy paths, - thy fields 

Are not a spoil for him, - thou dost arise 

And shake him from thee ; the vile strength he wields 

For earth's destruction thou dost all despise, 
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Spurning him from thy bosom to the skies, 

And stnde*>t him, shncring in thy playful spiay 
And liovvling, to his Gods, wlicic haply Ik s 
I lls jKtty hoix? in some near j)oit oi bay. 

And dashest him again to tartli the re let bun lay 

( I \ ' \ I \ 

\nd I ]ia\ c 1( ' c d the c , Oi c Ml ’ ukI ni\ |()\ 

Ol \outhful spo» t IS on tbs hie ist to Ik 
Boiik' like lh> bulihlf s, onw ai d l]()ndbo\ 

T w a itorii d vxith th\ bit iht s tlu \ to I’lt 
^^ < ] t a dt Jiglit and 11 ilu ticslunijigs \ 

\I id( lh( III a l( iioi l\\ IS I pit i-ii'ij, 1( n 
1 OI I w as as L treat hild ol iht ( 

\nd ti listed to tlu billow s 1 11 aiKl nt e , 

\nd 1 lid m\ b md upon tb\ ni int is 1 ilo ] t le 

t j \ \ \ \ 

M\ t isK IS don m\ song li itb te i'>( d nn tlieme 
JIas died into an < tlio it is lit 

1 lu spe 11 should lie ik ol tins ]>i oli at let] di e tin 
I lie t< M ( b shall In e xtinguislu el w Jiu b liitli lit 
M\ niielnigbt lain]) inel what is will, is m it, - 
\\ ould It welt w oi rbit I ' but I am ia)t luiw 
lint wbieb I ba\e bten uiel in\ \ isions tilt 
Less palpal)l\ beloie me - and tlu glow 
Wliieh in my s])iut elwelt is Unite iing, iaint, anel le)\> 

c I \ \ \ \ I 

1 aiewelP a weiiel that must be, anel bath been- 
A sounel wbieb makes us biigci , - yet taiewclL 
^e’ wh> liave tiaeed tlie Pilgiim to the see'iit 
Wliieh IS Ills last, it in ye)ur menioiies elwell 
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A thought which once was his, if on ye swell 
A single recollection, not in vain 
He wore his sandal-shoon, and scallop-shell; 
Farewell ! with him alone may rest the pain, 

If such there w^cie — with you, tlio moral of his strain ^ 
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From fhl l>i dication 

** Doit thou think, because thou art virtuous there shall be 
no more Cakes and lle^— Tes bv Saint 4nne and Ginger 
shall be hot /’ the rn nith tout 

SHAKSPFML, I fifth \ight, or // hat You fVill 

I 

Bop So i ir j \ ^ ^ on ic i poet - Poet 1 uneate, 
And reprc’^ ititi\( of dl the i it( 

Altliough 'tis Uue tint ^ oil turned out \ loi\ at 
Last, — youi s h is 1 ituly ii a coininoii ( asc , - 
^nd nenv, niy 1 jjic Renegade^ ^\lnt uc je at^ 
With all the. J iKcis, in and out of pi lu 
A mst of tuneful persons, to in\ c>e 

Like 'four and twentj^ blackbirds in a pye, 

I I 

' Which pye being opened tlu 3 b( g in to sing,' 

( 1 Ins old song and new simile holds good), 

'A dainty dish to set be foie tlie King 

Or Regent, \\ho admiies such kind of food, — 
And Coleridge, to<.), has litel} taken wing 
But like a hiwk eneuinbeicd with Ills liood, 

P xplaimng metaph> su s iu tJie n ition 
I wish he would exolain his 1 xplin ition. 

1 1 1 

You, Boy* arc rather insolent, you know, 

At being disappointed in your w ish 
To super ocde all wai biers heie below. 

And be the only blaekbiid in the dish, 
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And then you overstrain youisell, oi ‘-o. 

And tumble downwaid like the h}ing hsh 
Gasjjjng on deck, because >ou soai loo liigli, Bob 
\ud fall, foi lack of Tnoii>tuic ejuitc a-dry, Bob^ 

1 \ 

\nd Woidsworlli, in iiather lorn; I xcuision , 

(1 thinU the ([III! to liolels five liundicd j)agesj, 

If IS i\ en a sample fi oin the \ ist\ \ ei sion 
Oi Ills new systc Ml to ]x rpk X the sipes 
I Is poeti ^ at le ist by his assci tjon, 

\nel 111 i\ i])])eai so wlic n the ek)<]^-stai rages - 
\nel he wlio understanels it woulel be ible 
1 o Kiel a stoi} to the lowei of Bdiel 

\ 

\ oil ( jcutlemeii ^ b> elint of long seelusion 
1 loin bettei conipin^, hive kept >oui own 
At Keswick, all 1 , thiough still continueel fusion 
Of one another s minds, at 1 ist h i\e giown 
loelcein is i most log leal eeiiu lusiein, 

I h it Boes> h IS wre iths foi \ou alone 
ilieie IS a ii n Townee'S in such a notion, 

\\ Inc li in ike s me wish ^^ou d eh iiige }oiu lakes tor o( eaii 

\ I 

m 

I woulel ncjt mi tite the ]xtt\ thought. 

No) coin 111} sc lf-lo\ e to scj bi'.c i viee, 

1 oi all the gloiy yiui eoineision l)i ought 

Since gold alone should not liivc been its piiee 
\ oil ha\e youi salai} , wasn t ioi that ^ou wrc^iught'' 
And Woidswoith lias Ins jdaee in the hxeise 
^ ou 1C sliahby fellcjws — ti uc but poets still, 

And duly seated on the Iiiiiiioilal Ilill 
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VII 

^ our bays may hide tlie baldness of your brows - 
Tcihaps some \iitiious blushes, — let them go - 
I o you I envy ricithei fiuit nor bo ighs — 

And foi th( fame ^oa would engross lx low, 

Ihe field IS unive rsal, and allows 

Sco])e to all such as kt I tlx inlu rent glow 
S( ott, lloge r‘«-, C amplxll Mooif , and C rabbt , will tiy 
Cyainst^nu tire (]U( stion with ]x)stciilv 


\ I j I 

I or me, wljo, wandering w iih pede sii i in Auise*^, 
C onknd uot ith ^ou on the wmged steed, 

1 \ ish >OLU fate ira\ \ield je, when ehc chooses, 
lire lime vou en\ \ , and tlie skill you need, 
\n(l, lecollect, i pen I notiung le)scs 

In gj\ ing to his 1)1 e tlueii the ii full meed 
Of me 1 It and c oiii plaint ot j)i e sc nt d ix ^ 

Is not the ec i tain ] ith to tului c pi nsc 


1 rojn tan to ^ 

1 

i w ^ \ i a heio an utuomnion want, 

When exeiy \e ai and nuMith slihIs ioitli a new e>ne, 
1 ill, aftei eloy ing the g i/e ttc s w ith c int, 
ihe age disc o\ei she is not the true one 
Ot such as these I sliould not eaic to \aunt, 

I 11 therefoie tike out aneientYriend J3on Juan - 
We all have seen him, in the pantomime. 

Sent to the devil somewhat ere' his tiiiie 
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II 

Vemon, the butcher Cumberland, Wolfe, Hawke, 

Prince Ferdinand, Granby, Burgoyne, Keppel, Howe, 
Evil and good, have had their tithe o{ talk, 

And filled their sign-posts then, like Wellesley now; 
Each in their turn like Banquo's inonai clis stalk, 
Followeis of fame, 'nine laiiow' of that sow: 

France, too, liad Buonapart6 and Duniourier 
Recorded in the Moniteur and Couru'r 

ill 

Bamave, Brissot, Condorcet, Miiabcaii, 

Petion, Clootz, Danton, Mai at, La Fayette, 

Were French, and famous people, as we know , 

And there wcie othci s, staue forgotten yet, 

Joubert, Hoche, Maueau, Lanius, Desaix, Moitau, 
With many of the rnilitaiy st t. 

Exceedingly lemaikable at times. 

But not at all adapted to my ihymc s 

i\ 

Nelson was once Biitannia's god of war, 

And still should be so, but the tide is turned, 

There's no more to be said of "1 lafalgai , 

' ris with our heio (quietly inumed, 

Because the army's gi own more popular, 

At which the naval people aie concerned, 

Besides, tlie prince is all for the land-service. 

Forgetting Duncan, Nelson, Howe, and Jervis. 

V 

Brave men were living before Agamemnon 
And since, exceeding valorous and sage, 

A good deal like him too, though quite the same none; 
But then they shone not on the poet's page, 
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And so have been forgotten: — I condemn none. 
But can't find any in the present age 
Fit for my poem (that is, for my new one) ; 

So, as I said. I’ll tahe my friend Don Juan. 

VI 

Most epic poets plunge //i medias res 

(Horace makes tliis the heroic turnpike road). 
And then your hero tells, whene’er you please. 
What went before - by way of episode, 

Wliik- seated after dinner at Ids ease. 

Beside his mistri'ss in some soft abode, 

Palace, or garden, paradise, or cavern. 

Whic h ser»^js ^he happ3>^ couple for a tavern 

VI 1 

That is the usual method, but not mine — 

My way is to begin with the beginning; 

The regularity of my design 

Forbids all wandering as tlie w orst of sinning. 
And therefore' I shall open witli a line 

(Altliough it c'ost me half an hour in spinning). 
Narrating somewhat of Don Juan's falhei', 

And also of his mother, if you’d, rather. 

\' 1 1 1 

In Seville was lie born, a pleasant city. 

Famous for oranges and women — he 
W^ho has not seen it will lie* much to j^ity. 

So sa3''s tlie proverb — and I cpiite agree; 

Of all the Spanish towns is none more pretty, 
Cadiz perhaps — but that you soon may see; — 
Don Juan's parents lived beside the river, 

A noble stream, and called the Guadalquivir. 
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IX 

His father's name was Jos6 — Don, of course, 

A true Hidalgo, free from every stain 
Of Moor or Hebrew blood, he traced his source 
Through the most Gothic gentlemen of Spain : 
A better cavalier ne'er mounted horse, 

Or, being mounted, e'er got down again, 

Than Jose, who begot our hero, who 
Begot — but that's to come — Well, to renew: 


His mother was a learned lady, fanied 

For every bram li of every sc ience known — 

In every Christian language ever named. 

With ^’irtucs equalled b 3 ^ hc'r \vit alone 
She made the (Severest pc'opie (|uiU' ashamed, 

And even tlie good witli inwanJ envy groan. 
Finding themselves so very mucli exceeded. 

In their own way l>y all the things tluit slie did. 

X I 

Her memory was a mine: .she knew' by he^art 
All Calderon and greater part of Loj)ez, 

So that if any actor mis.st.-d his ]>art 

She ce)uld have serveel him for the prompter’s copy 
For her I'einagle's \^ r-re an useless art. 

And he l}imself obliged to shut u|) slioj) — he 
Could never make a memory^ so fine* as 
That whic'h adorned the brain of Donna Inc*/. 

XII 

Her favourite science was the malliematical. 

Her noblest virtue was her magnanimity. 

Her wit (she sometimes tried at wit) was Attic all. 
Her serious sayings darkened to sublimity ; 
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In short, in all things she was fairly what I call 
A prodigy -- her morning dress was dimity, 

Her evening silk, or, in the summer, muslin, 

And other stull's, with which I won't stay puzzling. 

Mil 

She knew the J^itin - that is, "th#^ Lord's prayer', 

And Cireek the alphabet - I'm ne arly sure ; 

She read some IVemh romances hcnc^ and tliere, 

Although h(‘r nujde of speaking was not pure; 

For .iativ<‘ Spanish she had no great caic‘. 

At least lu j' conversation was obscure; 

Her thoughts were tlieorems, hcT words a problem, 

As if she deemc‘c> that mystery w'ould Liinohlc* 'em. 

X 1 \ 

She liked the English and tho llcd>i*c‘vc tongue, 

And said there wms analogy between 'er7); 

She proved it sornc'liow' out ol sacrc^d song, 

But I must lea\e the ]>ioofs to tlujsc who’\e seen 'em; 
But this 1 hcMi'd lu'r say, and (and he wiong, 

And all mav think wliuh wav their ]udgments lean ’em 
‘ ’'Lis strange th(‘ Hebrew noun which means “1 am", 
The English always use* to go\(‘in d — n.* 

\ \ 

Some women use their longues >he h^oheil a lecture, 
Eacli eye a seiinon, and he r biow a homily, 

And all-in-ail "-ullicient self-director, 

lake th(’ lamented late Sir Samiu'l Ronully, 

The Law's c‘X])ounder, and the State's conector. 

Whose suicide* was almost an anomaly - 
One sad ex ample more, that ‘ All is vanity - 
(The jury brought their verdict in Tnsanily'.) 
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XVI 

In short, she was a walking calculation. 

Miss Edgeworth’s novels stepping from their covers, 
Or Mrs Trimmer’s books on education. 

Or 'Coclcbs’ Wife’ set out in quest of lovc'rs. 
Morality’s prim personification. 

In \\hicli not Envy's self a flaw discovers; 

To others' share let 'female errors fall', 

For she had not even one - the worst of all. 

XVII 

Oh ! she was perfe('t past all parallel - 

Of any modern female saint's coinjxirison; 

So far above the cunning powers of hell. 

Her guardian angel had given up his garrison ; 

Even her minutest motions went as well 

As those of the best time-piece made by Harrison 
In virtues nothing earthly ( ould surpass hei , 

Save thine 'incomparable oil'. Macassar! 

X V J I I 

Perfect she was, but as perfection is 
Insipid in this naughty world of oiiis. 

Where our first parents never learned to Kiss 
Till they were exiled from their earlier bowers. 
Where all was peace, and innocence, and bliss, 

(1 wonde r how they got through tlie twelve hours), 
Don Jose, like a lineal son of Eve, 

Went plucking various fiuit wnlhout her l(Mve. 


XIX 

He was a mortal of the careless kind, 

With no great love for learning, oi the learned. 
Who chose to go where’er he had a mind. 

And never dreamed his lady was concerned ; 
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The world, as usual, wickedly inclined 
To see a kingdom or a house overturned. 
Whispered he had a mistress, some said two. 

But for domestic quarrels one will do. 

X X 

Now Donna Inez liad, with all her merit, 

A great opinif>n of her own good qualities; 
Neglect, indeed, recjuires a saint to hear it, 

And such, indeed, she was in her moralities; 

Put lIh*!! she liad a devil of a spirit, 

And sometimes mixed up fancies with realities. 
And let few o[>jiortunities escaju' 

Of getting her liege lord into a s( rape. 

X X 1 

'I'his was an e«\sy inattc^r with a man 

Oft in the wrong, and never on his guard; 

And even the wis(‘st, do the best lln^y cui. 

Have moments, hours, and dayi>, so unprepared 
Tliat you might ‘ brain them wdth tlicir lady's fan' 
And soinetinu's ladies hit exceeding hard, 

And fans turn into falchions in fair h.uids. 

And w^hy and wherefore no one understands. 

XXII 

'Tis pity leaoi6d virgins evc'r wed 

With persons of no sort of education. 

Or gentlemen, w'ho, though well horn and bred, 
Grow tired of scientific conversation : 

I don’t choose to say much upon this head, 

I'm a plain rmui, and in a single station. 

But — Oil! ye lords cif ladies intellectual. 

Inform us truly, have they not hen-pecked v'^ou all 
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XXIII 

Pon los^ and lus lady <|uai idled — 

Not any ot the many could divine. 

Though sc\cial thousand people cliose to tr} , 

'"l^^as suicl} no cone Cl II of thcnsnoi nunc, 

I loallie that low \kc (uiiosity, 

But if theu 's any tiling in v\]iKli I shine, 

1 IS in arranging all in\ friends rtf in 
Not having of i i\ own rlonu stic t ire ^ 

\ X 1 V 

And so I intcifcied, and \vuh tlic best 

Intentions, but then ticalnunt was not Kind, 

I thinK the foolish jxojdc wcic ])osscss((l, 

} oi nc ithc 1 of the m e oiild I e \ c i hnci. 

Although the ii poi tc i iltc i w ai ds ( onfi sse d 
But that s no matte i, and the worst s behind, 

I oi little Juan o ei me thicw, down sLaiis, 

A pad of hc^use maid s watci unawares 

\ X \ 

A little c url>-he ide d, good-fm nothing. 

And rnisehiel-making monlve> fiom his birth 
His parents ne e i igi e ed e xe e])t in doting 
Ujx>n the most unquiet imj) on e irth. 

Instead of e|uaiielling h d the y be en but both in 
The 11 senses, the > d h i\e sent 3e)ung master forth 
"I o school, e>r had him soundly whipped at home, 

"lo teach him manners for the time to eome 

X x\ I 

Don Jose and the* Dorma Inez led 

hor some time an unliappy soit c^f life, 

Wishing each othci, not divorced, but dead, 

They lived respectably as man and wile, 
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TJicir c'ondurt was exceedingly well-bred. 

And gave no outward signs of inward strife. 
Until at length tlie smothered fire broke out. 

And put the business j)ast all kind of doul^t. 

X X V I I 

For Inez <'alled some druggists, and physicians. 
And tri(xl to pi’o\e Jier lo\ ing lord was mad. 

Hut as h(‘ had some lucid intej'missic^ns. 

She ]ie\t dec ided lic^ was only bad ; 

Y ^ I wli-'ii the}" asked her for hc'r deposilion.'^. 

No SOI t ex]ilanation could bc' liad, 

Sa\c‘ that her duty botli to man and ( h>d 
Kc'tpiired this M)ndLK't which seenu'd \ery odd. 

\ X V 1 1 I 

She kept a journal, where his faults wc*rc' noti'd, 
And opened certain trunks of books and letters, 
All whi(h might, if oc'casion ser\'ed, he c|Uoted; 

And then she h.id all S<*\ dh' for ahetloi s, 

Bc‘sides her gtmd old grandmother (who doted) ; 

d'he liearers of lier case became rc'peaters, 

"1 hc'n acKocates, incjuisiloi s, cUid judges. 

Some for amusement, othei s lor old grudges. 

\ \ I \ 

And then tins best and mec*kc'st woman bore 
W ilh such sc'renlty hei hushaners woes. 

Just as the Spartan ladies did cd'yore, 

W ho s.iw' their spouses killc'd, and nobly chose 
Never to say a word about tlu^m more - 
C’alinly she heard eac’h caluinn}^ that rose, 

And suvv' h/s agonies with such sublimity, 

d’hat all the world exclaimed, ^ W'Yiat magnanimity 
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XXX 

No doubt this patience, when the world is damning us 
Is philosophic in our former friends; 

*Tis also pleasant to be deemed magnanimous, 

Tlie more so in obtaining our own ends ; 

And what the lawyers called a malus animus 
Conduct like this by no meims compreliends: 
Revenge in pcrson\s certainly no virtue, 

But then 'tis not my fault, if others hurt you. 

XXXI 

And if our c[uan els siiould rip uj) old stories, 

And help them with a lie or two additional, 

7’m not to blame, as you well know - no more is 
Any one else — they were become traditional ; 
Besides, llieir resurrection aids our glories 

By contrast, w^hich is what we just were wishing all 
And science profits by this resurrection - 
Dead scandals form good subjects for dissection. 

XXXII 

Their friends had tried at reconciliation, 

Tlicn their relations, wdio made matters worse. 
('Twere hard to tell upon a like occasion 
To whom it may be best to have recourse - 
I can't say much for friend or yet relation) : 

The lawyers did their utmost for divorce, 

But scarce a fee was paid on either side 
Before, unluckily, Don Jos^* died. 

XXXIII 

He died : and most unluckily, because, 

Acc:ording to all hints I could collect 
From counsel learned in those kinds of laws, 

(Although their talk's obscure and circumspect) 
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His death contrived to spoil a chaiming cause; 

A thousand pities also with lespect 
TL o public feeling, which on this o^casioIl 
Was manifested in a great sensation 

wxiv 

Hut ah^ lie died, and huiicd with him lay 
'I he public fc cling and tlic law^v i s fees 
His house was sold, his scr\ mts sent away, 

A Jew took OIK of Ins two iiiisti esses 
A rniLst tin otliei it Ic ist so they sj> 

I asked ihc do( toi s aft( i Ins disc asL 
He died of the slow tc\cr (ailed the tertian, 

^nd left his w’dow to her own a\eision 

\\ w 

\ et lose was an honouiablc man, 

"lhat I must say, wlio kiu w him xei}^ vncII 
Iheicfoic his frailties 1 11 no luither scan, 

Indeed the u weie not ni iii} moit to tell 
Vnd it his jiassions now and then outiaii 
Discretion, and weie not so peaceable 
\s Nunia s (wlio w is also named lk)mpihus), 

He had been ill bi ought up, an I was hoiii Inlious 

\ \ \ \ 1 

WiiateVi might be Ins woi thk smu^ ss oi worth, 

Poor fellow > Iv had man} things to wound him 
L< t s own - smet it can do no good on c ai th - 
It was a liying moment that which found him 
Standing alone be side his desolate heai th, 

Where all his liouschold gods lay shueicd lound him 
No choice was left his feelings c^n his pi icle*, 

Save Death oi Doetens' Commons - so he died 
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XXXVII 

Dying intestate, Juan was sole heir 

To a chancery suit, and messuages, and lands. 
Which, with a long minority ai^d care. 

Promised to turn out well in ]:)roper liands: 

Inez became sole guardian, \vlik']i was fair. 

And answered but to nature's just demands; 

An only son left witli an only mother 
Is brought up much more wisel 3 ^ tlian another. 

X X X \’ I I 1 

Sagest of women, c\cn of widows, she 

Kesolvcd tliat Juan should be (|iiite a paragon, 
An<l worthy of the noblest pedigree: 

(His sire Nvas of Castile, bis dam from Aragon) : 
71ien for acco m pi i si i merits of chiva]r 3 % 

In case our lord the king should go to war again, 
He learned the arts of riding, fencing, gunnery. 

And liow to s<'ale a fortress — or a nunnery. 

XXXIX 

But that wliicb Donna Incv, most desii ed, 

And saw into herself e;u h day l)efort‘ all 
The learned tutors whom for him she hired. 

Was, tluit his breeding should bc‘ strk tly moral: 
Much into all his studies she iiK|uired, 

And so tluy" were submittc*d first to lier, all, 

Arts, sciences, no branch was made a mystery 
To Juan's eyes, excejiting natural histoiy. 

X I. 

The languages, especially the dead. 

The sciences, and most of all the abstruse, 

The arts, at least all such as could be said 
To be the most remote from common use, 
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In all these he was mucli and deeply read; 

But not a page of ajiy thing that's loose, 

Or hints continuation of the species. 

Was ever suffered, lest, lie should grow vicious. 

X 1. 1 

His classic studies made a little jiuzzle. 

Because’ ol lilthy loves of gods anc^ goddesses, 

Who in the earlier ages raised a hustle, 

Ihit nev( r jmt on jiantaloons or hoclicc's; 
llis reve^'cnd tutors liad at tunes a tussle, 

And for tlieir Aeneid^, Iliads, and Odysseys, 

\\ ere forced to make an odd soi t of ajiology. 

For Dour 4. T e/ dreaded th.e mythology. 

X I 1 1 

Ovid's a rake, as half his \('rse> show him, 

Anacreon’s morals are a still w'orse sample, 

Catullus scarcely has a deevnt jx.c’in, 

I don’t think Sap])}io’s Ode a good example, 
Although Lcaiginus tells us there is no liymn 

Where the suldime soars forth on wings more ample^^ 
But Viigil’s songs are pure, except that horrid one 
Bc’ginning with 'Formosum \ astor Cc^n'vdon.' 

\ I 1 1 1 

Lucretius' iireligi(jn is too strong 

h'or early stomachs, io ])io\e wholc’soiiK’ food; 

I can’t hc’lp thinking Juvenal was wrong, 

Altliough no douht his real intent was good, 

For speaking out so jdainly in his song, 

So much indeed as to he dowmright rude; 

And then what proper person can be partial 
To all those nauseous epigrams of Martial ? 
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XI IV 

Juan was taught from out the best edition. 
Expurgated by leaincd men, who place. 
Judiciously, from out the schoolboy's vision, 

The glosser parts, but, fearful to detaci 
Too much then modest bard by this omission. 
And pitying sore his mutil itcd case. 

They only add tlu m all m an a]>pcndix. 

Which saves, in fict, the tiouble of an nde\ 

X I V 

For there we h ive them all at one tell swoop' 
Instead of being scattcicd thioiigh the pagt s 
Ihcy stand forth Tnirshalled in a h indsomc tioop. 
To meet the ingenuous \outh of futuu iges, 
'll!! some less jigid cditoi shill stoop 

To eall them bac k into their sep nate ( igc s 
Instead of standing stning altogellu r, 

Like garden gods — and not so de( ( nt cithci 

X I V 1 

The Missal too ( it was the family MissiH 
Was oinamcntecl in a soi t of wa\ 

*W^hich an< icnt mass books often aie, and tins rli 
hinds ofgiotesqucs illunimcd, and how the 3 
WTo saw those hguics on the margin kiss all. 
Could turn then c:)ptu s to the text aiul l^ia3, 

Is more than I know — but Dem Juan s mother 
Kept this he 1 self, and gave her son anothci 

X L V I I 

Sermons he rc id, and lectures he endured, 
iVnd homilies, and lives ol all the saints, 
lo Jerome and to Chrysostom inured. 

Fie did not take sueh studies for lestraints, 
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But how faith is acquired, and then ensured. 

So well not one of the aforesaid paints 
As Saint Augustine in his fine Confessions, 

Which make the reader envj^ his transgressions. 

X I. V I I I 

This, too, was a sealed book to little Juan — 

I tan't but say that his mamma was right. 

If such an education was the true one. 

She scan ely trusted him from out lier sight; 

Hej' n^aiJs weie ()id, and if slie took a new one. 

You mignt be sure she was a ])erfect fright; 

She did this during even her husband's life — 

1 recomiiK nd as much to every vNih-. 

XT IX 

^'oung Juan waxetl m goodliness fuid grace; 

At SIX a charming child, and at eleven 
W itli all the j^ronnse ol as fine a face 

As e’er to man's maturer growth was giv^en; 

He studied steadily, and giew apace, 

And seemed, at least, in the right road to heaven, 
For half his days VNc ie passed at khurcli, the other 
Betwc'eii his tutors, c'onfessoi' and mother. 

I 

At six, I said, he was a charming child. 

At tw^eWe he was a fine, hut c|uict boy; 

Although in infancy a little wild. 

They tamed him down amongst tliem: to destroy 
H is natural spirit not in vain they toiled. 

At Ic'ast it sec'ined so ; luicl his mother's joy 
Was to declare how sage, ajid still, and steady. 

Her young philosopher was grown already 
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^Don Juan develops a youthful pas non fot l^nuia Julia ~ 
*mained, chaiming, choi^te, and twenty-three' - grous pen sue 
and thinks * unutter able thoughts' She responds to his loi(, but 
their idyll is rudely shatter id by tht return home of Donna Julia s 
husband, Don Aljonso Irujpluably siispnious, Ju sianhes e^ii\ 
nook and cranny of her bedroom, e xcept under tin bed clothes inhere 
Juan, forcLjarned by the maul. In s suffocating dljonso, ho^^tLcr , 
eventuall'\ spots a tell-tale pair oj sho s and, stf on rcneri^t rah s 
out of the room br andislung a ^s.^ord Iheri is noihirii, o l jut 
Juan to do but fly out and azjia\ by the in cl stair s 

( \ ( I \ 

i his was Don Juan s c iilu st s( raju. Init whelhc > 

1 shall proceed V illi Ins id\entiiH is 
Dependent on the public altot>e Ihci 

Well see, l'()\\( \c 1 , ^^h It the V to this 
1 heir favoui ni an authoi s cap s i It itht i , 

And no gu at mist hie 1 s done h\ tlu ii tapnet 
And it their appioliilion ut t xpeutntt , 

Perhaps they II lu\e some inoie ihout i >e n he nee 
e ( 

My poem s tpie , *ind is incant to be 

Divieled 111 t\\el\t lR)e)l\s, ^ leli l)OoK eontnini g, 

Witli lo\e, anel v\ai, i he \\y g de at ea, 

A list ot ships andeaptun, md kings k inning, 

New (haiaeters the t]nse)des au tliiee 
A panoiamie \ m w ot he 11 s m tiaimng, 

Alter tlie st}le of Viigd and of 1 lonu i , 

So that my name ot epie s no mi nomei 
e e I 

All tlicse things will be speeihed m time, 

With stnet rcgaid to Aiistotle s lules, 

Ihe Vade Meairn ot the true sublime. 

Winch makes so many poets, and seime tools 
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Prose pc>ets like blank verse. Pm fond of rhyme, 
Oood workmen never quarrel with tlieir tools 
Pve got new mytliologieal machinery, 

And vc^ry handsome supernatural scenery. 

cell 

"Phe re’s only one slight dilierciice betwa^cn 
Mc‘ and my epic brethrem gone before'. 

And Jk*i'(' tlie advantage is iny own, 1 ween; 

(Not that 1 liavx* not sevc'rai merits more, 

Hut nu , \vdl mni c' pr'c uliai ly be seen); 

'riiey so c'lnbellish, that ’tis (|uitc‘ a I>ore 
"Tlieir lain rintli ol fabk's to thread ihrougli, 
Wlu'i'eas this stor_) ^ actually iMie 

c c I I [ 

If any jK'rson doubt it, I appc'al 

"To hisloi'}', ti adition, and to lac ts, 

"i"o new spajiers, whose truth all koow and l<*el. 

"I'o [days in fivx', and c^j^eiMs in three ac t^; 

All these cotifirm my slatemc'nt a gc)od cKmI, 

Hut that vvbieh more c‘oin})lc tely faith exavts 
Is, that myself, and several now in Seville, 

SlIZc Juan’s last c-lopeinent with the dev il 

C C I \ 

If evei' I should c-ondesci'tid to piose, 

I'll wnilc' pocnit'al c'ommandments, vNliiib 
Shall supc'i’sedc' beyond all doubt all thi>se 
Tliat went before; in these I shall eni ich 
text with many things that no one ktmvvs. 
And carry prc'ce])t to the highest pitcli: 

Pll call the work ‘ Ponginus o\*!- a Hot tie. 

Or, Kvery Poet his ozi.'n Aristotle'/. . . 
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CCXXl I 

' Go, little book, from this my solitude ^ 

I cast thee on the w atcrs — go thy ways * 

And if, as I believe, thy vein be good. 

The world will hnd tliee after many days ' 

When Southc^^'s read, and W'ordsworth understood, 
I can't help putting in m}^ claim to piaise — 

7 he four first rhymes are Southey’s every hue 
Tor God's sake, readei ♦ take tlicm not lor mine 


From Canto II 

VIII 

But to our talc th(‘ Donna Inez sent 
Her son to Cadiz only to eiubaik, 

To stay tliere had not answered hei intent, 

But why^ — we leave tlie leader in tlie daik - 
'Twas for a voyage that the young man was meant, 
As if a Spanish s]uj> were Noah's ark, 

To wean him horn the wickedness of eartli. 

And send him like a dove of promise fortli 


I X 

Don Juan bade his valet pack his things 
Aceoiding to diieition, tlien received 
A lecture and some money lor lour springs 
He was to travel , and though Inez grieved 
(As every kind of paiting has its stings). 

She hoped he would improve — perhaps believed 
A letter, too, she gave (he never read it) 

Of good advice — and two or three of credit 
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X 

In the mean time, to pass her hours away, 

Brave Inez now' set up a Sunday school 
For naughty children, wlio would ratlicr plaj^ 

(Like truant rogues) the devil, or the tool; 

Infants of three years old w^ere taught tliat day. 

Dunces were whij)t, or set upon a stool- 
The great success of Juan*s education, 

Sj^urred lier to teach anotl.er generation. 

X I 

Juan cmbailved — the ship got under way. 

The wind was fair, the water passing rough , 

A devil C3f a se i lolls in that bay. 

As I, wjjo’xe crossed it oft, know w'cll enough; 

And standing on the deck, the dasliing spray 
Flies in one's face, and makes it w cathei -tough 
And there lu* stood to take, and take again. 

His first — perhaps his last — farew( 11 of Spain 

X 1 1 

I can't but say it is an awkward sight 

To see one's native land receding tliroiigh 
"I'he growing waters; it unmans one ejuite. 

Especially when life is rathei new : 

1 recollect Clreat Ihitain's coast looks white. 

But almost e\ery otlicr countix 's blue, 

When gazing on them, mystified by distance, 

We enter on our nautical existenc'e. 

XIII 

So Juan stood, bewildered on the deck. 

The wind sung, cordage strained, and saik^rs swore, 
And the ship creaked, the town became a speck. 

From which away so fair and fast tlie}*^ bore. 
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The be&t of remedies is a beef-steak 
Against sea-sickness try it, sir, before 
You snetr, and I assure you this is tiue, 
hor I liave found it answer - so may you 

\ I \ 

Don Juan stood, and, gazing fioin the sU in. 

Beheld his native Sj^ain reee ding tai 
First partings form a lesson hard to Ic nn, 
r \ on natieRis fe cl tins vvlu n the y go t(^ w u 
1 here is a sort of une \pr e st c one c i n , 

A kind of shock that sets one s heart ijar. 

At leaving even the most unpleasant people 
And pi lees, one l\ee]>s looking it the ste e pie 

\ V 

But Ju in had got in my things to le i\ e , 

His mother, and a mistress, and no wife. 

So that he had mucli hette r e lusc to grie ve , 

Ihin min^y peisons more uh meid in life 
And if wc ne^w and then a sigh must he i\e 
At c[uUting even theise we ejuit n stiite 
No doubt we weep foi those the lie u t endeais 
That IS, till deepei gi icfseongt d oui tiais 

x\ I 

So Juan we])t, as wejjt the captive Jc ws 

By Babel s waters, still r eiiiemhei mg Sion 
I'd weep, but iniiu is not i xvefping Muse, 

And such light grids are not i tiling to die on, 
Young men slu^uld travel, if but to amuse 

Ihemselves, arnd the next time then servants tie on 
Behind their earriage s their ne w portin inteau, 

Perliaps it may be linc^d with this iny canto 
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XVII 

And Juan wept, and much he sighed and thought. 
While hit> salt tears dropped into the salt sea, 
‘Sweets to the sweet;’ (I like so miuh to quote; 

You must ex('U‘'C‘ this c^xtract, — ’tis wliere she, 

'i'he OuetMi of I^c'iiinark, for Oj)]ujlia brought 
Flowers to the grave;) and, sol)bing often, he 
Heflected or', liis present situation. 

And sc'iioush' resolx ed on i (‘ft)i mation 

\ \ 1 f 1 

‘Farc'well, my Spam ^ a long farewell’ ’ lie cried, 

* IVrhajis 1 may ic‘\ isit the<‘ no more, 

But die, as many an e xiled hisnt liath elucl. 

Of its own thirst t<» see crgain th\ shore: 

Farewell, where C hiadcde)ui\ ir’s waters glide’ 
Farewell, my molhe'? ' arul, since all is e)’er, 
Farewell, too, desire st Julia’ - (here h(' dre\v 
llt‘r k'tter out again, and reail it through.) 

\ I \ 

‘ And e)h ! il e 'ei I should loigt t, I swear — 

But ihiit’s imj'ossible, and cannot be - 
Sooner shall ihi^ blue euean melt to air. 

Sooner sJi.dl eartli re'soKi.- itselt to s(m, 

Than I resign tliine- image, oli, iny Ian-’ 

Or think e)f an} thing, exe opting thes' ; 

A mind eliseasi'd no remevl} ( an ])hysic - 

(Here the ship gaNe- a lurch, aiiel he‘ grew sea-sick.) 

\ \ 

‘Sooner shall heaven kiss earth - (he*re he fell sie'ker) 
Oil, Julia ! what is every either woe.^ - 
(h'or God’s sake let me have' a glass e>f liquor; 

Pedro, Battista, helj> me down below . ) 
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Julia my love^ - (you rascal, Pedro, quickei ) 
Oh Julia* - (this curst vessel pitches so) - 
Beloved Julia, hear me still beseeching * ' 
(Here he grew inarticulate witli retching ) 


The storm continues and passt igers and c/ew are Joned to take 
to an open boat Tossing on the sea, they run out oj food and are 
driven to eat first Juan s spaniel and then his tutor Juan desists 
from partaking of the latter, as he could hardly be expected to 
* dine with them on his pastor and hi^ master* At last land is 
sighted 


(in 

As they drew nigh the land, which now^ was seen 
Unequal in its aspect hcic and there, 

Ihey felt the iresliness of its gi owing giecn, 

lhat waved in loiest-tops, and smoothed the air. 
And fell upon the ii gla/cd eyes like a scu c n 

From glistening waves, and skies so hot and bare 
Lovely seemed any object that should sweep 
Away the vast, salt, dread, eternal deep 


e IV 

"1 he shore looked wild, without a trace ol man. 
And girt by formidable waves, but they 
Weie mad for land, and thus their couise they ran, 
1 hough right ahead the loaiing breakcis lay 
A reef between them also now began 

To show Its boiling surf and bounding spray, 
But finding no place for their landing better, 

They ran the boat for shore, - and overset her. 
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C V 

But in his native stream, the Guadalquivir, 

Juan to lave his youthful limbs was wont; 

And lia\ing learnt to swnm in that sweet river, 

Had often turned the art to some ac count; 

A better swimmer you could scarce see ever. 

He could, perhaps, have passed the Hellespont, 

As once (a feat on which ourselves wc j^ridcd) 

Lcander, Mr Kkeiihead, and I did. 

c Vi 

So here, th aigh faim, emaciated, and slaik, 

H(‘ biio 3 ed his boyish limbs, ajid stro\ e to ply 
Witli the ciuick wave, and gain, ere it was dark, 

Ihe Ivacl) which lay before him, high and dry: 
d'he greatest danger hcTC was from a shark, 

"1 Iiat carried oH his neighbour by the thigh ; 

As for the other two, they could not swim, 

So nobody arrived on shore but him. 

( \’ 1 1 

Nor yet had lie arrhed but tor the oar, 

Wdiich, pro\iclentially foi him, was washed 
Just as his feeble arms could strikt' no more. 

And tlic hard wave o’erwhc lined him as 'twas dashed 
Within his grasp; lie clung to it, :uk 1 sore 

"File w^aters Ix^at while he thereto was lashed; 

At last, with swimming, wading, scrambling, he 
Boiled on the lx acli, half-senseless, from the sea: 

c V 1 1 1 

I'hcTe, breathless, with his digging nails he clung 
Fast to the sand, lest the reluniing wave , 

From whose reluctant roar his life he wrung, 

Should suck him back to her insatiate grav(': 
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Aiid there lie lay, full lengtli, wlieie he was flung. 
Before the entrance ol a cliff-woin cave, 

With just enough ol life to feci its pain. 

And deem that it was saved, pcrhai>s, in vain 

c IX 

With slow and sttiggciing effoit he aro>e. 

But sunU again ui>on his bleeding Knee 
And (|iiiv( ring licUid, and then he looked foi those 
Who long lidd been his inati s iijson tlit st ^ 

But none of them a])jHared to share' lu'' woes, 

Sav e one, a coi psc , fi om out the fainislK d tin ec , 
Who died two ela^s before, and ne)w hael found 
An unknown baricii beach for bunal eioiind 

c X 

And as he ga/ed, his eh//y biain spun t isl, 

And de'wn he sunk , and as he sunk, the sand 
Swam round and round, and all ins se^nses passed 
He fell upon Ills side, and his stictelied hand 
Dioopcd di ipping ein the eiai (then |iiiy-niast) , 

And, like a withe le d lily, on the 1 ind 
His sic nde 1 tiame and pallid aspect la^ 

As fan a thing as c "ei was feu me d e)l ela> 

e X I 

He>w long in his elamp tiaiiec young Juan lay 
He knew imt, tot the caith was gone foi him, 

And "lime Jiad nothing moie e)t night nor day 
Foi his congealing blood, and senses dim, 

And how this heavy faintness passed away 

He knew not, till each painful pulse and limb, 

And tingling \em, seemed thiobbing bae k to life, 

Foi Death, though vanquished, still letired with stiile 
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CXII 

His eyes he opened, shut, again nmlosed, 

I oi all was doubt and diz/int ss, lie thouglit 
He still was in the ho it, anel had hut elo/ed. 

And le It again w ilh liis de sp in o ( i v\ i ought, 

AikI wislied it d( it)i in wlmh lu hid ie[)osed, 

\rid tilt n ofu t nioit Ins ft t hngs h tcK wi t ' hi ought, 
And slow 1\ 1)^ his sw nnin ng t ^ ( s \v is r n 
A lo\ ib ft m dt ^ u t of se' « nU t n 

t \ 1 1 1 

Iw IS henJ i g tlus<^ o ci lus uitl the siinll nioLith 
Steined ilniost j)i 3 mg into his toi hitath, 

\ntl t li ihnii hull 1 )k st)tt wai in h ind i)i \ outli 
Kt < lilt A hi in^wt 1 mg spii Its 1) i k ti om <le ith , 

\nd, I) ithiiig Ins t lull te inpk s 11 led to stiothc 
1 K h pulse to aniiiution till bene ith 
Its gentle touth ind licinblmg tait, a sigli 
lo diest kind cHoits inadt a U)w u pl^ 

( \ 1 \ 

1 hen v\ Is the e 01 did jKiuittl, md in intk Hung 
Vi ound Ills St iM e-cl ul hinhs , md tlu tm aim 
Raise II Inglu 1 the I nnl lie ul w 1 it li o ei il hung 
\iitl ht I ti msji 11 uit ( lit ( k 11 puK mdwaiin, 
rdlt)w d his tie itli hkt it>ielu iti llu n du wiung 
Hisdtw\ I nils long di e lithe tl l)\ e\( \ ste>Tm, 

Vnd w Utheel w ith e igei lu ss t u h tin oh th it tli e w 
\ sigh fi(^in his heaved hosom md lu is too 

e \ \ 

\ntl lilting him with eaie inte) the tave, 
i Ik gentle girl, and her attendant, one 
\ t)ung, }et Jiei ekltr, and ol hiovv less grave, 

\iul 11101 e lerbust of figuie', - then heeun 
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To kindle fire, and as the new flames gave 

Light to the rocks that roofed them, which the sun 
Had never seen, the maid, or whatsoe'er 
She was, appeared distinct, and tall, and fair. 

CX VI 

Her brow was overhung with coins of gold, 

That sparkled o'er tlie auburn of her hair. 

Her clustering hair, whose longer locks were rolled 
In braids behind; and though her stature were 
Even of the highest for a feniale mould, 

They nearly reached her lieel; and in her air 
There was a something which bespoke command. 

As one who was a lady in the land. 

C' X V I I 

Her hair, I said, was auburn; but her eyes 

Were black as death, their lashc-s the same hue, 

Of downcast length, in whose silk shadow lies 
Deepest attraction ; for when to the view 
Forth from its raven fringe the full glance flies. 
Ne'er with such force the swiftest arrow flow; 

'7"is as the snake late coiled, who pours his length. 
And hurls at once his venom and his strength. 

cxvii J 

Her brow was white and low, her cheek's pure dye 
Like twilight rosy still with the set sun ; 

Short upper lip — sweet lips ! that make us sigh 
Ever to have seen such ; for she was one 
Fit for die model of a statuary, 

(A race of mere impostors, when all's done — 

I've seen much finer women, ripe and real. 

Than all the nonsense of their stone ideal ) . 
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rxix 

ril tell you "N^hy I say so, for 'tis just 

One should not rail without a decent cause 
Theit was an Irish lady, to whose bust 
I lu 'cr saw justice done, and yet she \% is 
A fu (|ucnt mode 1 , and if c'ei she must 

Y i( Id to stem "1 iiiu ind Nature’s wrinkling laws, 
"I hey will destroy a face which moi tal thought 
Ne^’er ( ompassc d, nor less mortal clusel wrought 

e X X 

And such she, the lady of the ea\e 

llei di c ss w is VC 1 ^ dific ic nt fioiii the Span sh, 
Sim])ler, .ind t of oloui s not so giave 

1 or, as vou unow, the Sp uiish wonu n banish 
Blight luK s when out of doors, and yet, while wave 
Aiound them (what I hope will never vanish) 

1 lie bas(|inni ind the mantilla, tliev 
Sec 111 «it tlic same time m}*-tieal and gay 

V X \ 1 

But NMth oui damsel this w is not the c ise 
llei ch( ss w is man>-eoloui c d, finel}" spun, 

Ilei ItH ks eiu led neglige ntiv 1 oLind iic i face, 

But thic^ugh them gold anel gems profusely shone 
1 le I girdle spat kl^d, ^uid tue i ichc st 1 u c 

I lowed ill her veil, and miny a jul.cious stone 
flashed on her little hand, but, what was shocking, 

I lei small snow tec t had slippcis, but nc^ stcaeking 

c X X 1 1 

I he other female’s dress was imt unlike. 

But of inferior materials she 
Had not so many ornaments to stiike, 

Her hair had silver only, bound to be 
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Her dowry ; and her veil, in form alike, 

Was coarser; and her air, though firm, less free; 
Her hair was thicker, but less long; her eyes 
As black, but quicker, and of smaller size. 

c X X u r 

And these two tended him, and c lieered liim both 
With food and raiment, and those soft attentions. 
Which are - (as 1 must own) -- of female growth. 
And have ten thousand delicate inventions; 

They made a most superior mess of broth, 

A thing which poesy but seldom mentions, 

But the best dish that e'er was cooked sinc e Homer's 
Achilles ordered dinner for new comers. 


C' X X I V 

ril tell you ^sho they were, tliis femalt* jxur. 
Lest they should seem princ'esses in disgtiise; 
Besides, I hate all mystery, imd that air 

Of clap-trap, whic li youi* i*e(‘t*nt j^oc ts ])ri/e; 
And so, iti short, the girls tliey really v\'cre 
Tl hc^y shall ajq)ear before- your curious eyes. 
Mistress and maid; the first was oTily daughter 
Of an old man, who lived upon the watt‘r. 

c X X V 

A fisherman he had been in his youtli. 

And still a sort fisherman was he; 

But other speculations w ere, in sooth, 
y\dded to his connection with the sea. 

Perhaps not so respc^ctable, in truth: 

A little smuggling, and some piracy. 

Left him, at last, the sole of m^my masters 
Of an ill-gotten million of piastres. 
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C" X X V I 

A fislier, therefore, was he, — though of men, 

Take Pete r the Apostle, — and he fislied 
For wandci mg mere h mt-\€ sscls, now and then, 
Anel sojiictime s cauglit as many as lie wished, 
he ( ai goe s he e oiifise ated, 4md g iin 
lie sought in the slasc-maikct te:)e), and dis}ie‘d 
l^ull 111 1113 a null sel ten th it I in kisli tr tdc, 

ITy which, no doiiht, a good dt al m ly ht made 

c \ X \ I J 

He was a (jieek, ind on his isle had hiiilt 
^Oiu of the wild and smallc 1 CjvliJes) 

A \ t ly I in 'sc 1 K hou'^e tiom out his guilt, 

\nd tlu 1 c he li\ e d < xc c c dinglj it e asc , 

He a\cn knows wli it cash he got 01 hlood he sjnlt, 
A sad old Icllow was Jx, il 30U plca>e, 

Put tills I know. It was a spacious uuildiiig, 

Inill of b u l)ai ic c ai ving, paint, and gilding 

c \ X \ I n 

He had in olll^ cl lughte 1 , calk cl H n Ic , 

L he gi c ate st he n c ss ot the 1 istc » 1 Isle s , 

Ik side sci scij be uitiful w o sli 

Hci clowi\ A\as IS nothing to lu 1 snides 
Still in he 1 teens, md like alo\el\ tiec 

She gi I w to w oinarihooel, .ind bt.t\\een whiles 
He )ec te cl s^ \ e 1 til s« utoi , just to K ai n 
Hc^w to ac c e])t a he Itc i in his tin n 

e \ X I X 

And walking out upon the beach, below 

ilu‘ < Idf, tcswtiids surist't, on that d she found, 
Insensible, — not dc ad, but ncaiU' so, 

Dcm Juan, almost famished, and halt dicswiKd, 
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But being naked, she was shocked, you know. 

Yet deemed herself in common pity bound. 

As far as in her lay, 'to take him in, 

A stranger' dying, with so white a skin. 

exxx 

But taking him into her father's house' 

Was not exactly the best way to save. 

But like conveying to the cat the mouse, 

Or people in a trance into tlicir grave; 

Because the good old man had so much 'vous', 

Unlike the honest Arab thieves so l^rave. 

He would have hospitably cured tlie stranger. 

And sold him instantly when out of danger. 

C' XXXI 

And therefore, with her maid, she thought it best 
(A virgin always on her maid relics) 

To place him in the cave for present rest* 

And when, at last, he opened his black eyes, 

Their charity increased about their guest ; 

And their compassion grew to such a size, 

It opened half the turnpike-gates to heaven - 
(St Paul says, 'tis the toll which must be given.) 

cxxxi I 

They made a fire, — but such a fire as tliey 
Upon the moment could contrive with such 
Materials as were cast up round the bay, — 

Some broken planks, and oars, that to the touch 
Were nearly tinder, since so long they lay 
A mast was almost crumbled to a crutch ; 

But, by God's grace, here wrecks were in such plenty. 
That there was fuel to have furnished twenty, 
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C X X X 1 1 1 

He had a bed of furs, and a pelisse. 

For Haid^e stripped her sables off to make 
His coLK’h ; and, tliat lie might be .norc at ease, 

And warm, in case by chance lie sliould awake, 
lliey also gave a pettic oat apiece. 

She and her maid, - and promised by daybreak 
To pay him a fresh visit, with a dish 
For breakfast, of eggs, C('>fb‘e, bread, and fisl). 

r X X X 1 

And thus they left liirn to his lone rc*pose: 

Juan ^Icpt like a top, or like the dead, 

Who sleep at last, perhajis (God ojily knows), 

Just for die j^rcscmt; and in his lulled head 
Not c*ven a vision of his former w'oes 

Throbbed in accursed di earns, which sometimes spread 
Unwelcome visions of our former 3xxirs, 

Till the eye, cheated, ojx'iis thick with tears. 

C' X X \ v 

Young Juan slept all dreamless: - but the maid, 

Who smoothed his jiillow , as she left the den 
Looked back upon him, and a moment stayed, 

And turned, believing that he called again. 

He slumbered; yet she thought, at least she said 
(The heart will slip, even as the tongue and pen). 

He had pronounced her name — but she forgot 
That at this moment Juan knew it not. 

CX XXV I 

And pensive to her father's house she went, 

Enjoining silence strict to Zoc, who 
Better than her knew what, in fact, she meant, 

She being wiser by a year or tw o : 
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A year or two's an age when rightly sj’^ent, 

And Zoe spent liers, as most women do. 

In gaining all that useful sort ol knowledge 
Whieli is acquired in Nature's good old college. 

c \ X X V I I 

The morn broke, and found Juan sluinhering still 
Fast in Ills ( a\ c*, and nothing clasht'd upon 
His rest; the rushing of tiie neiglihoin ing rill. 

And the y<Huig heani> o( tlie i xcluded sun, 

JVoLibled liini not, «ind he might srh]) his fill; 

And need he had ol slumher yet, lor none 
Had sudered more liis haidships were ( ouq'iarative 
d'o those related in my grand-dad’s ‘Nairatne'. 

( \ \ \ \ J 1 1 

Not so Haide(‘ she sadly tossed .md tumbled, 
x\nd started tiom lu*r sleep, and, turning o'er*. 
Dreamed of a thousand wie<.ks, o’er which she stumbled 
And handsome c or pses sti ew « d u] K)n tlu^ slior e ; 

And wokc' lier mauJ so iMily that she guimbled, 

*Vnd calk'd lur fatlit r ’s old sla\('s up, who swor'i' 

In several oaths \i menian, ddirk, .uid (JreeU - 
'rhey knew not what to tliirik of su( li a freak 

c \ \ \ I \ 

But up sire got, and up slu* made tliem g<*t. 

With scmie j:)reten<e about t!rc- sun, tlial makes 
Swee-t skies just wh(*n lit* rises, or rs set; 

And ’tis, no doubt, a sight to see when hivaks 
Bright Idioebiis, wlule the mountains still arc’ w'et 
With mist, and every bird witli him awakes. 

And night is flung off like a mourning suit 
Worn for a huslrand, - or some other hraitc. 
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C XL 

I say, the sun is a most glorious sight, 

Tve see n him rise full oft, indeed of late 
I liave sat up on purj)ose all the liiglu, 

WhicJi Jiastens, as physicians say, one’s fate; 
y\nd so all ye, who would f)C‘ in tlie right 

In hc'allli and purse, begin your day to date 
From daybreak, and when roilined at foiirsc'ore. 
Engrave ii]>on tlie plate, you rexse at four. 

c \ LI 

And llaidei jiet tlie morning faee to lac'c; 

Her own was fresliest, though a fe\ej*ish flusli 
Had dyed it witli tin headlong bloc^d, wliose rai’e 
f'rom heart < lu'C‘k is c lubc'd into a blush, 

Like to a torrent which a mountain's l\oe, 

'That o\erj’>owers some Alpine river’s rush, 
Cdicc'ks to a lake', whose wavc\s in circles sj)read; 

<)i' thc‘ Hc‘d Sc-a but the sea is not red. 

( ’ \ ! I I 

And down tlic' dill thc‘ island \irgin c'ame. 

And near the case lun cjuick light foc^tstejxs drew', 
While tlic" sun sniilc-d on her ^\ith his first flame. 
And the young \urora kissc*ci her lips with dew, 
"Faking her tor a '^istc•r : lu I tlu‘ same 

NFistake you ^\ould ha\e made* on sc c'ing the two, 
Altliough the* mortal, cprile as fresh and fair, 

Had all tile acKaiuage, toci, c>f not hiding air. 

c' XLll l 

And when into the* cavern Haidc’e step]x‘d 
All timidly, yet rapidly, shc‘ saw* 

'Fhat like an infant Juan sweetly sle|>t; 

And them she stoj^pc’d, and stood as if in awe 
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(For sleep is awful), and on tiptoe crept 
And wrapt him closer, lest the air, too raw, 

Should reach his blood, then o'er him still as death 
Bent, with hushed lips, that drank his scarce-<lra\vn breath. 

CXLI V 

And thus like to an angel o'er the dying 

Who die in righteousness, she leaned ; and there 
All trancjuilly tlie shipwrecked boy was lying, 

As o'er him lay the calm and stirless air: 

But Zoe the meantime some eggs was frying, 

Since, after all, no doubt the youthful pair 
Must breakfast, and betimes - lest they should ask it. 

She drew out her provision from the basket. 

CXLV 

She knew that the best feelings must have victual, 

And that a shipwrecked youth would Iiungry l>e; 
Besides, being less in love, she yawned a little. 

And felt her veins chilled by the neiglibouring sea; 

And so, she cooked their breakfast to a tittle; 

I can't say that she gave them any tea, 

But there were eggs, fruit, coffee, bread, fish, honey, 
With Scio wine, - and all for love, not money. 

CXLVI 

And Zoe, when tlie eggs were ready, and 
The coffee made, would fain have wakened Juan ; 

But Haid6e stopped her with her quick small hand. 

And without word, a sign her finger drew on 
Her lip, which Zoe needs must understand ; 

And, the first breakfast spoilt, prepared a new one, 
Because her mistress would not let her break 
That sleep which seemed as it would ne’er awake. 
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For still he lay, and on his thin worn cheek 
A purple hcctK jdayed like d} ing day 
On the snow-tops of distant hill , , the streak 
Of sufFerancc yet upon his foreheid lay, 

Whci c the blue veins looked shadowy, shi unk, and weak , 
And his black cuils were dev\y witli the spiay. 

Which weighed upon tlicin \ct, all d imp and s ilt, 

Mixed with the stoii} v ipouis of the viult. 

CXI VIII 

And she bent o cr him, and he beneath. 

Hushed as the inbe upon its mothei s bieast. 

Drooped as ih wihow when no winds (an breathe, 

I ullcd 1 k the dcj)lh of oce in when at rest 
Pan as the crowning loso of tlu whole wieath, 

Soft as the callow (;\giK t in its nt st, 

111 shoi t, Ik was i \ei> putt> fellow. 

Although his woes had turned him rather yellow 

H( woke and gazed, and would h ive slept again, 

But the fan laie which met his e\es foi bade 
1 hosf Lyes to close, thougli we iriness and pam 
H id fuither sleep a fuithei pie asm e made; 

I or woman's face was ne\ei formed in vam 
I oi Juan, so that e\en when he pra;yed 
He turned from gi isl) suits, ind mart^i s haii^, 

To the sweet portiaits of the Viigin ISIa'-y 

CL 

\nd thus u])on his elbeiw he aiose. 

And looked upe>n the 1 idy, in whose clieck 
1 lie pale eonteiided with the puiple rose , 

As with an eftort die began to speak, 
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Hei eyes weie eloquent, her woids would ]>ose. 
Although she told him, in good modem Oieek, 
With an Ionian accent, low and sweet, 

1 liat Ik was faint, and must not talk, but eat 

c I I 

Now luan could not unde i >land a woid, 

Being no Cjieci in, hut lie had an eai , 

And hci voice was the warble ot a bn i, 

So soft, so sw Lc t, so dc lie itc l\ < Ic 11 , 

1 belt fine 1 , sniq^l^ 1 miisu nc f\ w is lu nd 
1 he sort of sound v\( c c ho w ilh a tc ai , 

W itliout knowing why in o\ c rjiow 1 1 ing tone 
Whence Me loch descends *is lioi i a throne 

e I I I 

And Juan ga/c d as one who is iwokc 

a distant c^igan, de:)uhting li lie Ik 
N ot } e t a di c ^ime r , till the spe 11 is hi e)l e 
By the watehiiitin, oi ^onie such n tdit}, 

Orb) one seail^ vale t s c ui seel knoe k , 

At Ic a St It is a he a\ \ se^und to me , 

Who like amoining sluml)ci Joi the night 
Shows stai s and women in a be ttei light 


c I 1 1 I 

And Juan, too, was lu Iped enit lioin Jus dream. 
Or sleep, oi whalsoc et it was, h^ te cling 
A most |u oeiig lOLis ipjKtite tlie stc im 
Of /oe s eejieike ry ne) doubt was ste ding 
I pern his senses, ind the kindling beam 

Of llie nc'w fire , wine h Yat kept up, knt cling, 
i e) stir liei viands, made* him ejuitc' awake* 

^\iid k^iig for food, hut chiefly a^bec f-steak. 
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CLI V 

\^ut beet is rare within tlicse oxlcss isles; 

(ioat's flc‘sh there is, no doubt, and Kid, and mutton. 
And, wlicn a lioliday upon them smiles, 

A joint upon thc^ir barbarous spits they f>ut on: 

But this oeeuis but seldom, between wiiiles. 

For some' i)!' these arc rocks with scaree a Jiut ot). 
Others are fair and fertile, amoin.^ which 
'Jlii.s, tlioLi^li not was one of the most rich. 

c J \ 

1 say that Iv . j.>, imi’c*, and can't hel]) tlilnlvin^ 

'I'hat i]h‘ old lal)K‘ ol the Minotaur 
l^'rcmi whicli our mcMlein moials, nghll\ >iu'ln]\ine;, 
Oondci .,4 the royal Lid\'s taste who woie 
A ('ow’s shap'^* lor a mask was only (smkine; 

d'hc‘ allegory j d mere* tyj>e, no nuax*, 

'1 liat Pasiphiie promotc-d hia'c'dino; c'attle, 

'I'o make tlic' Crc'taiis bioculua- Ji» l;attlc*. 

(' 1 . V I 

For we all know that Fn^hsli pc-oj^le are 
ln‘d upon beef - 1 won’t say mueli of l)eer, 

Because ’tis licjiior only, and biang far 

From this my sid)fc‘ci, has no busine ss liere; 

\Vc‘ know, too, lh‘'\ aic‘ ^ ^ r\ loud of war, 

A pleasure like all j)leasures - rather dear; 

Scj were tlie Cretans — frenn which I inl’er, 

Tliat l)e<'f and hatches hotli wc'i e owin^ to her. 

ci.\ i l 

But to resumes I'hi* kmi^iiicl Juan raisial 
His lu'ad ii[>on his edbow, and he saw 
A sight on whicli he had not late ly ga/.cd, 

As all Ills latter meals liad been ejuite raw, 
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1 hree or four things, for which tlie Lord he praised, 
And, feeling still the famished v ulturc gnaw. 

He fell upon whate’er was offered, like 
A priest, a shark, an alderman, or pike 

CI VIII 

He ate, and he as w 1 11 supplied , and she, 

Who watclicd him like a mothei , would have ted 
Him past all hounds, because she smiled to sec 
Such appetite in one she had deemed dead 
But Zoe, being older than Haidee, 

Knew (by traditiem for she ne'er had lead) 

"lhat famished people must be slowly nurst, 

And fed b^ spoonfuls, else they always bui st 

CLIX 

And so she took the liberty to state, 

Rather by deeds than words, beeause the ease 
Was urgent, that the gentle man, whose fate' 

Had made her niisticss quit her bed to tiae e' 

The sea-shore at this hour, must leave his jdate. 
Unless lie wished to die upon the plaee — 

She snatched it, and refused another moiscl. 

Saying, he had gorged enough to make a hoise ill 

CLX 

Next they — he being naked, save a tatteied 
Fair of scarte decent trousers — went to work. 

And in the fire his recent rags they scatu red. 

And dressed him, for the present, like a 1 urk. 

Or Cxreek - that is, although it not much inatten d. 
Omitting tui ban, slippers, pistols, dirk, - 
They furnished him, entiie, except some stitihes. 
With a clean shut, and very spacious breeches 
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CLXI 

And then fair Haid6e tried her tongue at speaking. 
But not a word could Juan comprehend, 

Altliough he listened so that tl)e young Cheek in 
Her earnestness would ne’er have made an end ; 
And, as he interrupted not, wcjit eking 
Her speec h out to lier protege and friend. 

Till j>ausing at the last her breath to take. 

She saw he did not understand Romaic. 

c I. X 1 I 

And then shj had lecoiirsc* to nods, and signs. 

And smiles, and sparkles of tlie speaking eye, 
And read (the only book site could) the lines 
(^f his *air lace, and iound, b^' sympathy. 

The answer eloquent, wliere the soul shines 
And darts in one quic k glanc e a long reply ; 

And thus in every look she saw exprest 
A world of words, and things at which she guessed. 

c L X 1 1 1 

And now, by dint of lingers and of eyes. 

And words repeated after her, he took 
A lesson in her tongue; but by surmise. 

No doubt, less of her language th:ui lier look: 

As he who studies fervendy the skies 

Turns c^ftencr to the stars tlum to his book. 
Thus Juan learned his alpha beta better 
Frc:)in Haidee’s gianc e than any gravem letter. 

c I. X 1 V 

’'Ids pleasing to be schooled in a strange tongue 
By female lips and eyes — tliat is, 1 mean. 

When both the tc^lcher and the taught are j^oung. 
As was the case, at least, wJiere I ha\e been ; 
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They smile so when one's nght, and when one's wrong 
Ihey smile still inoic, and dien there intervene 
Pressure of luuids, perhaps even a chastt* kiss, - 
I learned the little that I know by this. 

c J w 

That IS, some woids of Spanisli, T uik, and Greek, 
Italian not at all, having no te uheis, 

MlrIi English 1 tcUinot jjietend to sptak. 

Learning that language ihich\ fioin its j^reaclicts, 
Bariow, South, T illotson, wlioin c\ti^ week 
I stud}^, also Blair, the highest icaihcrs 
Of eloquence in inct}^ and prose 
I hate your poets, so lead none of tliose. 

c i \v I 

As foi the laches, I ]ia\e nought to sa\, 

A wandeicr hoiu the Bntish world of fashion, 

Where 1, like other ‘dogs, lui\c had np da}, 

Like othci men, too, iiia} Jiavc liad ni} passiein 
But that, like eithc i things, has j)asseel aua}. 

And all liei fools whom 1 could lay tlu lash on 
P"oes, fiK'iids, men, wemien, now aie nought to me. 

But dieain-) of what lias been, no nioie to be 

c 1 \\ II 

Return we to Don luan lie begun 

To hcai new words, and te; iej)eat them, hut 
Some feelings, uriivei sal as tlu sun, 

Weie sueii as eeiuld ne>t m Jus bicast be shut 
Moic than witliin tlie beisoin of a nun 

He was in lewe, - as yeju would be, no doubt, 

With a young bencfaetie ss, - so was she. 

Just in the way we very eiftem see. 
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CLX VII I 

Aiul every day by daybreak - rather early 
For Juan, who was somewhat fond of rest — 

She came into the ( ave, but it Was merely 
1\) see her bird reposing in his nest; 

And slie would softly stir his locks so cuily, 
Witliout disturbing her yet slumbering guest, 
lireathing all gently o'er his cheek and memth, 

As o’c‘r a bid of roses the sw'i‘(‘t south. 

ci. X I \ 

/\nd e\ ery i iorn his colour ii<‘slilier came. 

And e\e!y day heljxd on in^ com alesceiice ; 

*'I was well, because* liealth in tlie luuium frame 
Is [deawtiu, nc sides being tiiic lo\e's essence, 

For lu'alth and idleness to ]>assion’s liami* 

Are oil and giin])o\vder; and some good lessons 
\re also learnt from C'eivs and from Bacchus, 

W ithout wliom V(‘iius will not long attack us. 

Cl V X 

WJiile Venus fills the heart, (witliout heart really 
T.ove, though good alwa\^, is not ijuite so good,) 
CVres presents a jdati* of vernucelli, -- 

Ihu' love must be sustained hhe flesh and blood, - 
While Batehus pom s out »\ine, or hands a jelly: 

Fggs, oysters, loo, are amatory food; 

But who is their j>ur\eyor from til)o\e 

Heaven knows, - u may be Nej^tune, Fan, or Jovc'. 

c I. X X I 

W'Jic-n juan wcike he found sonu‘ good things ready, 
A bath, a breakfast, and the finest eyes 
J'hat over made a youthful heart less steady. 

Besides her maid's, as pretty for their size; 
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But I have spoken of all this already - 
And repetition*s tiresome and unwise, — 

Well - Juan, after bathing in the sea. 

Came always back to coffee and 1 laidee. 

c: L X X 1 1 

Both were so young, and one so innocent. 

That bathing passed for nothing ; Juan seemed 
To her, as t'were, the kind of being sent. 

Of whom these two years she had nightly dreamed, 
A something to be loved, a creature meant 
To be her hapj>iness, and whom she deemed 
To render happy; all who joy would win 
Must share it — Happiness was born a twin. 

CLXX 1 1 J 

It was such pleasure to behold him, such 
Enlargement of existence to partake 
Nature with him, to thrill beneath his touch. 

To watch him slumbering, and to see him wake: 
To live with him for ever were too much; 

But then the thought of parting made her quake ; 
He was her own, her ocean-treasure, cast 
Like a rich w^reck — lier first love, and her last. 

c I. X X 1 V 

And thus a moon rolled on, and fair Haidee 
Paid daily visits to her boy, and took 
Such plentiful precautions, that still he 

Remained unknown within his craggy nook ; 

At last her father^s prows put out to sc‘a. 

For certain merchantmen upon the look. 

Not as of yore to carry off an lo. 

But three Ragusan vessels, bound for Scio. 
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C LXX V 

Then came lier freedom, for she had no mother. 

So that, her father bein^ at sea, she was 
Free as a married woman, or such otlier 

Female, as where' ‘'he liKes may fieely jniss, 

Without even tlie incumbrance of a brother. 

The freest shc^ that e\er gazed on glass; 

I speak of Chi istian land', in this com] arisen, 

Where wi\es, at least, aio seldom kept in garrison. 

c L X X \ I 

Now she piolongc'd her \isjts and lier talk 

(For tliey must talk and lie had learnt to Saiy 
So much te propose to take a walk, — 

For liti«’( had he vvandeu'd since the day 
On which, like a \oLing flower sna]>i>ed fiom the stalk, 
Drooping and dewy on the beac h he lay, - 
And thus they walked out in the attc'inoon. 

And saw the sun s<*t op])osiU* the noon. 

c I x \ \ 1 1 

It was a wild and hreakor-beaten coast, 

With clifis abo\e, and a broad sandy shore. 
Guarded by shoals and rocks as by an liost. 

With here ^md there a creek, whose aspect w'ore 
A better welcome to the tempest-lost. 

And rarely ceased the hauglit)’^ billow's roar. 

Save on the dead long summer clavs, which make 
The outstretched ocean glitter like a lake. 

CLXX V I I I 

And the small ripple spilt upon the licach 

Scarcely o'erpassed the cream ot your champagne, 
When o'er the brim the sparkling bumpers reach, 
I'hat spriirg-dew of the spirit’ the heart's rain’ 
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Few things surpass old wine; and they may preach 
Who please, - tlu^ more because they preach in vain, 
Ixt us have wine and women, mirth and laughter. 
Sermons and soda-waU^r the day after. 

cn. X X 1 X 

Man, being reasonable, must get diunk; 

d'he best of life is but intoxication; 

Glory, tlu‘ grape, lov(^, gold, in these are sunk 
The }iop(‘s <^f all men, and of (‘\erv nation; 

Without tlK'ir saj>, lu)\v brain liless \\ei c‘ tlit' trunk 
Of life's strange tree, so fruitful on fx-easion; 

But to return, - get very drunk; and when 
You wake v\ ith headach(% you shall what then. 

c i.x N X 

King for your valet - bid J.ini cjuu Kly bring 
Some hock arul sc/da-wab-r, then you‘ll know 
A pleasure worthy Xerxes the great king; 

J’or not tlie blest sherbet, siibliiiK cl with snow\ 

Nor tlie first spaikle of the de.s(‘rt-spring. 

Nor Burgiind}^ in all its sunset glow, 

After Jong lra\c‘l, ennui, lov(‘, or slaughter, 

Vie with that draught of liock and s<^da- water. 

c i.x X X I 

'Fhe coast - I think it was the (oast that 1 
Was just describing - Yes, it 7 lv/n the' coast 
Lay at this pc'riod f|uiet as the sky. 

The sands untuinhled, tlie blue waves untost. 

And all was stillness, savx* the sea-bird's ery. 

And dol])liin's leap, and little billow' crost 
By some low rock or shelve, that made it fret 
Against the boundary it scarcely wet. 
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rj XXXII 

And for til they wjndcrcd, hci sire being gone, 

\s I hi\( said, upon an expedition, 

And 1 lotliei, hrotlK ! guardnn she had none, 

Si\c /oc,\vh(), ilihough w itli due pTc ( IS on 
!S1 k \v nted on Ik i 1 idv VMlh llu sun 

i Iiou^lit d nl\ s(ivu( was Ik r onl> mission 
Ih ]nL’'int; w 11 in w Tit r wrt uhing he r long ti t ssc s, 

\nti isKing now and thin foi ( ist-off ditssts 

< I \ \ X I r 1 

It w IS till cooling hou), just whin the loundtd 
lUd sun sinl\s down behind the a/uie hill, 

Which th i tins as it tiu wliolc c u tli it bou ided, 
Circhr^ illiiitui iuishcd uid dim uid still, 

W ilh the i n nionnl nn i n set nt li ill sin i <’)undt d 
On one side indtiiedtci sl c dm and c lull 
L ]>on the othci, and the ios\ sk\ 

W h OIK st II spaikliiig tliiough t like me'se 

e I \ \ \ I \ 

\nil till! die > 'e n dt 1 1 d toi th ind h md in h md 
Ovei th( Inning pebbles md tl e sIkIIs 
C dieled dong the smooth md I iidencdsmd 
Vnd m the woiii md wile’ leeeptielcs 
^^olkedb\ tile stoiiiis, ^ 1 1 w e>i ke d isitwcie plumed, 
111 hollow Ii ills, w Jib sp III \ 1 oeifs md cells, 
i he \ tuiiu d to 1 ( St , mel e le b e 1 ispe d h’\ iii n m, 

^ le leled to the de p Iw iha ht s pui jile tl nm 

lhe\ looked up to tile sky, whose lloiting glow 
S[)n id like I ros\ oee ui, \ ist and bright 
1 he \ g i/ed upon the glittering se i be low , 

W henee the broad moon rose eirding into sight, 
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They heard the waves* splash, and the wind so low, 

And saw each other's dark eyes darting light 
Into each other - and, beholding this, 

Their lips drew near, and clung into a kiss; 

c f xx\ V I 

A long, long kiss, a kiss of ^^outh, and lo\e, 

And beauty, all conccnti ating like ia}s 
Into one focus, kindk d from above. 

Such kisses as belong to eaily days. 

Where heai t, and soul, and sens(% in coiuc 1 1 move. 

And the blood's Liva, and the pulse a bla/c, 

Each kiss a heai t-<iuakt, for a kiss's slungth, 

I think, it must be leckoncd by its length 

c 1 \ XX V n 

By length I mean duiation, theirs endured 
, Heav en know s how long no doubt the> never i eckoiiod , 

And if they had, they could not liave seemed 
The sum of then sensations to a secesnd 
They had not spoken; but llu^y felt allured, 

As if their souls and lips each otluT Ix^ekoned, 

Which, being joined, like swaiming bees they clung 
Their hearts the flowers fioni whence the honey spi ung 

ci XX xvm 

They were alone, hut not alone as they 
Wlio shut in chambers think it lonehne^ss, 

The silent ocean, and the starlight bay, 

The twiliglit glow, winch momently grew less, 

The voiceless sands, and dropping caves, that lay 
Around them, made them te) eaeh other press. 

As if there were no life beneath the sky 
Save tlieirs, and tliat their life could never die 
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CLXXXIX 

They feared no eyes nor ears on that lone beach, 

'I'hey felt no terrors from the night; they were 
All in all to each other: though their speech 

Was broken words, they thought a language there, — 
And all tlie burning tojjgues the passions teach 
Found in one sigh the best interpreter 
Of nature's oracle -- lirst love - that all 
Wliich Eve has left her daughters since her fail. 


c xc 

Haid<5e spoke not of scruples, aske^d no vows. 

Nor offered any; slie had never heard 
Of plight '’lid proiiiises to be a spouse, 

Or penis liy a loving maid incurred; 

She was all wliich pure ignorance allows, 

And dew to her young mate like a young bird; 
And, never, having dreamt of falsehood, slie 
Had not one word to say of constincy. 

c;xc I 

She loved, and was beloved - she adored, 

And slie was worshipped; after nature's fashion, 
Tlieir intense souls, into eacli other poured. 

If souls could die, had perished in that passion, — 
Hut by degrees their senses were restored, 

Again to be o’ercoine, again to dash on; 

And, beating 'gainst hi'^ bosom, IIaid6e’s Iieart 
Felt as if never more to beat apart. 

C'XCMI 

Alas! they were so young, so iieautitul. 

So lonely, loving, helpless, and the hour 
Was that in which the heart is always full, 

And, having o'er itself no further power, 
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Prompt deeds eternity can not annul, 

But pays off moments in an endless shower 
Of hell-lire - att prepared for people giving 
Pleasure oi pain to one another living. 

Alas! for Juan and llaidee^ tl^^y were 

So loving and vso lovely - till tlu'n nevo , 
Excepting our first parents, such a j^air ♦ 

Had run the risk of being daniucd for c\ci 
And Haidee, being devout as \\(dl as f*air, 

Had, doubtless, heard about the Stygian nveu'. 

And hell and purgatory — but foigot 
Just in the very crisis she sliould not. 

c X c I 

They look upon eacli other, and their eyes 

Cilcam in the moonlight; and her white arm < lasps 
Round Juan’s liead, and Ins around her lies 
Half buried in tlic tresses wliuh il gra^j^s ; 

She sits upon liis knee, and drinks Ins sighs. 

He hers, until they end in broken gas[)s , 

And tluis tlR-3'^ foini a group tiiat’s ciuite aniicjue, 

Half naked, loving, natural, and Greek. 


C’ X c V 

And when those deep and burning monn^nts jxassed. 
And Juan sunk to sleep within h(‘r arms, 

SJie sle})t not, but all ti^nderly, thougli fast. 

Sustained Ins In^ad upon lier bosom's charms; 

And now and then her eye to heaven is cast. 

And tlien on the pale cheek her breast now warms, 
Pillowed on her o’erflowing heart, which pants 
With all it granted, and witli all it grtints. 
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C X C V I 

An infant when it gazes on a light, 

A child the inonient when it drains the breast, 

A devotee when soars the Host in siglit. 

An Arab with a stranger for a guest, 

A sailor wlien the prize has struck in iight, 

A miser filling his most hoarded chest, 

Feel rapture; but not such true joy ar^ rea])ing 
As tliey who watch o’er what tliey lc)ve while sleeping. 

C SC VII 

For there i*. lies so traiKpiil, so [)c]o\ed, 

All that it hath of life with us is li\ing; 

So gentle, stirless, heljiless, and unino\ed, 
i'Vnd ah un* onstious of the jew 'tis giving; 

All it hath felt, inflict<‘d, passed, and j:)ro\ed. 

Hushed into deptiis beyinid the watcher’s diving; 
Theie lies the dung we lo\e with all its errors 
And all its eliarins, like death without its terrors. 

c' X e \ MI 

"Flu* lady watched her lover - and tliat Jiour 
Of love’s, and niglit’s, and ot eaifs solitude, 

O’ertlow ed lu r soul witli their united jiower; 

Amidst the Ixirren san<l and rocks so rude 
Slie and her wa\e-wo»n love had iiiadL* their bower, 
Wlu-re nought upon tiieir passion could intrude. 

And all the stars tliat crowded the blue space 
SavN nothing luq^jiier than her glowing face. 

C X CM X 

Alas! tlie love of women! it is known 
"Fo be a lovely iuid a fearful thing; 

For all of theirs u})on that die is throw n. 

And if ’tis lost, life hath no more to bring 
241 



POEMS OF BYRON 


To them but mockeries of the past alone. 
And their revenge is as the tiger's spring. 
Deadly, and q«iick, and crushing; yet, as real 
I’orture is theirs, what they inflict they feel. 


cc 

They are right; for man, to man so oft unjust. 

Is always so to women; one sole bond 
Awaits them, treachery is all their trust; 

Taught to^onceal, Uieir bursting hearts despond 
Over their idol, till some wealthier lust 

Buys them in marriage — and what rests beyond? 
A thankless husband, next a faithless lover, 

Then dressing, nursing, praying, and all's over. 

cci 

Some take a lover, some take drams or prayei s. 
Some mind their household, others dissipation, 
Some run away, and but exchange their cares, 
Losing the advantage of a virtuous station; 

Few changes e'er can better their affairs. 

Theirs being an unnatural situation. 

From the dull palace to the dirty hovel 
Some play the devil, and iJicn write a novel. 

CCI I 

Haidee w^as Nature's bride, and knew not this; 

Haidce was passion's child, born where the sun 
Showers triple light, and scorches even the kiss 
Of his gazelle-eyed daughters, she was one 
Made but to love, to feel that she was his 

Who was her chosen; what was said or done 
Elsewhere was nothing. — She had nought to fear, 
Hope, care, nor love, beyond, her heart beat here, 
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CCIII 

And oh ! that quickening of the heart, that beat ! 

How much it costs us! ^^ct each rising throb 
Is in its cause as its effect so sweet. 

That Wisdom, ever on the watch to rob 
Joy of its alchemy, and to repeat 

Fine truths; even Conscience, too, lias a tough job 
1\) make us understand each good old maxim. 

So good — I wonder Castler(*agh don’t tax ’em. 

cc [ V 

And now 'twas done - on tlu' lone shore ut re plighted 
Their hearts; the stars, tlu'ir nuj>tial tonh(‘s, shed 
lleauty upon di • Ix'autiful they light(*d: 

Ocean tin ii witness, and the ca\'e their bed, 

By their own feelings hallowed and united. 

Their priest was Solitude, and the}' were* wed: 

And they were happ}', for to theii- young c^yevs 
Each was an angel, and earth parad' 

cc V 

Oh, Ix^vc! of whom great Cae sar was the suitor, 

Titus the master, Antony the slave, 

Horace, Catullus, scholars, Ovid tutor, 

Sappho the sage blue-stocking, in whose grave 
All tht»se may leap who rather would be neuter - 
(I^ucadia’s rock still overlooks the w^ave) - 
Oh, Love! thou art the veiy god of evil, 

For, after all, we cannot call tliee devil. 


c c V I 

Tliou makest the chaste connul^ial state precarious. 
And iestest with the brows of mightiest men : 
Caesar and Pompey, Mahomet, Bclisarius, 

Have much employed tlie muse of history’s pen: 
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To them but mockeries of the past alone. 

And their revenge is as the tiger's spring, 
Deadly, and qiiick, and crushing ; yet, as real 
Torture is theirs, what they inflict they feel. 

cc 

They are right; for man, to man so oft unjust. 

Is always so to women ; one sole bond 
Awaits them, treachery is all their trust; 

Taught to^onceal, tlieir bursting hearts despond 
Over their idol, till some wealthier lust 

Buy^ them in marriage — and what rests beyond ? 
A thankless husband, next a faithless lover, 

Then dressing, nursing, praying, and all's over. 

c Cl 

Some take a lover, some take drams or prayei s. 
Some mind their houseliold, others dissipation. 
Some run away, and but exchange their c.ircs. 
Losing the advantage of a virtuous station; 

Few changes e'er can better their afiaiis. 

Theirs being an unnatural situation. 

From the dull palace to the dirty hovel : 

Some play the devil, and then write a novel. 

cm 

Haidee was Nature's bride, and knew not this; 

Haidee was passion's child, born where the sun 
Showers triple light, and scoiches even the kiss 
Of his gazelle-eyed daughters; she was one 
Made but to love, to feel that she was his 

Who was her chosen; what was said or done 
Elsewhere was nothing. — She had nought to fear, 
Hope, care, nor love, beyond, lier heart beat here. 
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CCIII 

And oh! that quickening of the heart, tliat beat! 

How niucli it costs us! yet each rising tlirob 
Is in its cause as its effect so swe^t. 

That Wisdom, ever on tlie watch to rob 
Joy of its alchemy, and to repeat 

Fine truths; ev'cn Conscience, too, has a tough job 
'i'o make us understand each good old maxim, 

So good - I wonder Castleieagh don’t tax 'em. 

c c IV 

And now s done - on the lone sliorc were plighted 
"Iheir hearts; the stars, tlieir nu])tial toichos, slice! 
lleauty upon tlie beautiful they hglitcd. 

Ocean ii Aitiiess, and the cave their bed. 

By their own feelings hallowed and unitc'd, 

Their priest was Solitude, and the^ were wed* 

And they weie happ^s for to their young c^yes 
Each was an angel, and earth paradise 

cc V 

Oh, Lov^c’ of whom great Caesar was the suitor, 

Titus the master, Antony the slave, 

Horace, Catullus, scholars, Ovid tutor, 

Sapf)ho the sage blue-stock ing, in whose grave 
All those may leap who rather would be neuter - 
(Lcucadia's rock still overlooks the wave) — 

Oh, I^ovc! thou art the very god of evnl, 

For, after all, we < annot call thee devil 

c c V I 

'Fhou makest the chaste connubial state precarious, 
And jestest w^ith the brows of mightiest men: 
Caesar and Pompey, Mahomet, Belisarius, 

Have much employed tlie muse of history's pen: 
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Their lives and fortunes were extremely various, 
Such worthies Time will never see again; 

Yet to these four in three things the same luck holds. 
They all were heroes, conquerors, and cuckolds. 

CC VII 

Thou niakcst philosophers; there's Epicurus 
And Aristippus, a material ere -w ! 

Who to immoral courses would allui e us 
By theories cpiile j^racticable too ; 

If only from the devil they would insure us, 

How pleasant were the maxim (not ([uite new), 
‘Eat, drink, and love, what can the rest avail us?' 

So said the ro3'^al sage Sardanapalus 

c c V I I I 

But Juan ! had he (|uiti' forgott(*n Julia? 

And should h<‘ liave forgoiPm her so soon ^ 

I can't but say it seems to nu* most truly a 

Perpk‘xing qu<.*stion; but, no doubt, the moon 
Does these things for us, and whenevei' newl^^ a 
Palpitation rises, 'tis lu‘r bo(Ri, 

Else how tlie devil is it that fresh features 
Have such a charm for us poor human creatures? 

c c: I X 

k hate inconstancy — I loathe, de test, 

Abhor, condemn, abjure the mortal made 
Of such cjuicK silver clay that in his breast 
No permanent foumlation can be laid; 

Love, constant love, has been my constant guest. 
And yet last night, being at a mas<]uerade, 

I saw the prettiest creature, fresh from Milan, 

Which gave me some sensations li ke a villain. 
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ccx 

But soon Philosophy came to my aid, 

And whisperc'd, ''rhiiik of" every sacred tie!' 

‘ I will, my dear Pliilosoj>hy ! ’ I ^aid, 

"But then her teeth, and then, oli, llc'aven! her eye! 
I’ll just inquire if'slie be wife or inai«l, 

Or neither - out of curiosity/ 

"Stop!' cried Pliilosophy, with air .‘'O (Grecian, 

(d'hougli she was mas(jued tlien as a fair Venetian;) 

c ( ’ X 1 

‘Sto]>!'so I to])pcd. - But to return; that which 
Men call uiconstancy is nothing more 
Than admiration due where* nature's rich 
JTofusi^ 1 \ th young b(‘aulv cov ca s o’er 
Some fava^Lirc'd objc'c^t; and as in tlie niche 
A lovely statue we almost adore, 

"I'his sort oi adoration oi ilie real 
Is hut a heightc'iiing otThe bidu ideal. 

"Tis tlu* jK'rc'eption ot the Beautiful, 

A fine exlcaision ol" the facailties, 

Platonic', universal, wonderful, 

Di awn from tlic* stars, and listened tlirough the skies. 
Without wliicli lite would be* (‘Mrcnmly dull; 

In short, it is the use* of oiu- own c“^es, 

With oiu* or two small senses adclcvl, just 
d'o hint that llesl- is formed oi' fiery dust. 

c i: \ 1 1 1 

Yet *tis a painful feeling, and unwilling, 

I'or surely if we always could ix'rcc ive 
In the ‘ iUne object graces quite as killing 
As when she rose upon us like an K\c‘, 
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'Twould save us many a heartache, many a shilling, 
(For we must get them anyhow, or grieve,) 

Whereas if one sole lady pleased for ever, 

How pleasant for the heart, as well as liver! 

c c X I V" 

The heart is like the sky, a part of heaven, 

But changes night and day, too, like the sky; 

Now o'er it clouds and thunder must be di iven, 

And darkness and destruction as on high: 

But when it hath been scoiched, and piened, and riven. 
Its storms exjnre in water-drops; the eye 
Pours forth at last the heart's blood turned to tears. 
Which make the English climate of our years. 

c c’ X V 

The liver is the la/aret of bile. 

But very rarely executes its function. 

For the first passion stays there such a while, 

That all the rest creep in and form a juni'tion, 

Like knots of vipers on a dungliiirs soil. 

Rage, fear, hate, jealousy, revenge, c'ompunc tion. 

So that all mischiefs spring up from this entrail. 

Like earthquakes from the hidden fire called ‘central'. 

c c X V I 

In the mean time, without proc'ceding more 
In this anatomy, I've finished now 
Two hundred and odd stanzas as before. 

That being about the number I'll allow 
Each canto of the twelve, or twenty-four; 

And, laying down my pen, I make my bow% 

Leaving Don Juan and Ilaid^e to plead 

For them and theirs with all who deign to read. 
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From Canto III 

i 

Hail, Muse ! et cetera. — We left Juan sleeping, 
Pillowed upon a fair and happy breast. 

And waU'hed by eyes that never yet knew weeping. 
And loved by a young heart, too deeply blest 
To fc^cl the poison through her spirit creeping. 

Or know who rested there, a foe to rest, 

Had soiled the current of her sinless years, 

And turned her pure heai t’s j^urest blood to tears ! 

1 1 

Oh, Love! what is it in this world of ours 
Which makes it fatal to be loved? Ah why 
Witli eyp- js' branches hast tiioii wj'eatlied thy bowers, 
And made thy best interpreter a sigh? 

As those who dote on odours pluck the flowers. 

And place them on tlicir breast - but plac'c to die — 
Uius the frail beings we would fondly cherish 
Are laid within our bosoms but to perish. 

III 

In her first passion w^oman loves her lover. 

In all the others all she loves is love, 

Which grows a hal)it she can ne'er get over. 

And tits Jier loosely — like an easy glove. 

As you may find, whenc er 3"ou like to prove her : 

One man alone at first her heart c;ui move; 

She tlien prefers him in the plural number. 

Not finding tlia; tlie additions much encumber. 

IV 

I know not if the fault be men’s or theirs; 

But one thing’s pretty sure; a w^oin.'m planted 
(Uni ss at once she plunge for life in prayers) - 
After a decent time must be gallanted; 
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Although, no doubt, her first of love affairs 
Is that to which hci heart is wholly granted. 

Yet theic die some, they say, who have had none. 

But those who have ne'er end with only 07ie 

V 

'T IS melamholy, and a fearful sign 
Of human fiailt 3 , folly, aLo <i imc, 

That lo\e and maiiiage laiely ean combine. 

Although they both aic boin in tht same clime, 
Mairiage liom Icac , like \incgai tiom wine 
A sad, sour, sob( i ireverage — by time 
Is shai pened from its high celestial flavour 
Down to a very homely household savour 

VI 

There's something of antipathy, as 'twcic, 

Between then present and their fiituu st itc , 

A kind of flattery tliat's haidly f in 

Is used until the truth aiines loo late 
^ et what can people do, exvcpt dc span ^ 

1 he same things change then names at such a rate . 
Tor instanct — passion in a Icnei s gloiious, 

But m a husband is pionouneed uxojkjus 

V 1 I 

Men grow aslnmed of be mg so v( ry fond, 

1 Ik y sonictimc s also get a little lirr d 
(But that, caf course , is laie), and then despemd 
'Ihe same things < annot alwa^ s be adinnid. 

Yet 'tis 'so nominated in lhc‘ boiui , 

"I hat both die tied till one shall have expned 
Sad thought • to lose the spouse that was adorning 
Our da^s, and put one's servants into mourning 
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VIII 

"I'here's doubtless something in domestic doings 
Which forms, in fact, true love's antithesis; 
Romances paint at full length people's wooings, 

Ihit only give a bust of marriages ; 

For no one cares for matrimonial cooings, 

"I'here's nothing wrortg in a connubial kiss: 

Think you, if I.aura had been Petrarch's \\ife, 

He would have written sonnets all his life^ 

I A 

All tragedu an* fini slic'd by a death. 

All comedies are ended by a marriage; 

The future states ot both are left to faitli. 

For autbor fear desc i i})tion might disparage 
Tile woilds to tome of both, or fall beneath. 

And then both worlds would })unish then’ miscarriage 
So leaving each their [)riest and [)rayei-lx>ok ready, 
'PIk'v say no inon* of death oi' of the lady. 

X 

The only two that in iny ivcolleetion, 

Have sung of lieavcn and hell, oi* marriage, are 
Dante and Milton, and of both tin ati'ection 
\\\is hapless in llicir nuptiaK, for ^ome bar 
Of fault or tempc‘r ruinc'd lli(‘ c'onneetion 

(Sucli tilings, in fact, it ck>n't ask much to mar) ; 

But Dante's Beatrice and Alilton's Fve 

Were not drav\n from their spouses, you coiu cTe. 

\ I 

Some p(*rscms say that Dante meant rlieology 
By Beatrice, and not a mistress - I, 

Altliongli iny opinion may rec]uire apology, 

Dec'in this a commentator’s fantasy, 
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Unless indeed it was from his own knowledge he 
Decided thus, and showed good reason why; 

1 think that Dante's more abstruse ecstatics 
Meant to personify the matliematics. 

X 1 I 

Haid^e and Juan were not married, but 

The fault was theirs, not mine: it is not fair. 
Chaste reader, then, in any way to put 

The blame on me, unless you wish they were; 
Then if you’d have them wedded, please to shut 
The book which treats of this erroneous pair. 
Before the consequences grow too awful ; 

'Tis dangerous to read of loves unlaw^ful. 

XIII 

Yet they were happy, — happy in the illicit 
Indulgence of their innocent desires ; 

But more imprudent grow’ii with every visit, 
Haid<5e forgot the island was her sire's; 

When w^e have w'hat we like 'tis hard to miss it, 
At least in the beginning, ere one tires ; 

Thus she came often, not a moment losing. 
Whilst lier piratical papa was cruising. 

X I V 

Let not his mode of raising cash seem strange*. 
Although he fleeced the flags of every nation. 
For into a prime minister but change 
His title, and 'tis nothing but taxation; 

But he, more modest, took an humbler range 
Of life, and in an honester vocation 
Pursued o'er the high seas his watery journey. 
And merely practised as a sea-attorney. 
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XV 

The good old gentleman had been detained 

By winds and waves, and some important captures; 
And, in tlie hope of more, at sea remained, 

Althoiigli a squall or two had damped his raptures. 
By swamping one of the prizes ; he had chained 
His prisoners, dividing them like chapters 
In numbered lots; they all liad cuffs and collars. 

And averaged each fioin ten to a hundred dollars. 

XVI 

Some he deposed of off Caj)e IMatapan, 

Among his fric'nds the Mainots; some he sold 
"I'o his '^I'unis c orrespondents, saye one man 
Tossed ov# • board unsaleable (being old) ; 

The rest - save hc're and there some richer one, 
Heserved for future ransom in the hold, 

Were linked alike, as for the common people, lie 
Had a large Older from the Dey of Tripoli. 

XV I r 

"i'he merchandise was served in the same way. 

Pieced out for dift'erent marts in the Levant, 

Except some certain portions of tlie I>rc3% 

Light classic articles of female want, 

PTench stulfs, lace, tweezeis, toothpicks, teapot, tray, 
Guitars and castiuiets from Alicant, 

All which selected from the spoil he gathers, 

Robbed for his daughter by the best of fathers. 

XVIII 

A monkey, a Dutch mastiff, a macaw'. 

Two parrots, with a Persian cat and kittens, 

He chose from several animals he saw — 

A terrier, too, which once had been a Briton's, 

251 



POEMS OF BYKON 

Who dying on the coast of Ithaca, 

The peasants gave the poor dumb thing a pittance 
These to secure in this strong blowing weather, 

He caged in one huge hanij^er altogether. 

X I X 

having settled liis marine atlairs. 

Despatching single cruisers here and there. 

His vessel having need of some n^pairs, 

He shaped his course to wluMa' his daughter fair 
Continued still her hospitable ( ares; 

But tliat j)art of the coast being shoal and hare, 
And rough \\ith reed’s hich ran out many a mile, 
His port lay on the other suk* o' tlu^ isle. 

X V 

And there he \v(.‘nt ashore without delay, 

Having no ( ustom-house nor (juarantiiu' 

'Yo ask him awkward questions on tIk* way. 

About the time and place where he had bt'(*n . 

He left his ship to be hove down iu‘Xl day, 

With orders to the jx-ople to carecai; 

So that all liands were busy bc‘yond mea'^ure. 

In getting out goods, ballast, guns, and treasure. 

X \ I 

Arriving at the summit of a hill 

Which overlooked the white walls ot his home. 

He stoj)ped. — W'liat singular emotions lill 

Their bosf)ms who have been induc ed to loaiTi! 
With fluttc*ring doubts if all be well or ill — 

With love for many, and with fears for some; 

All feelings wliieh o’erleap the years long lost. 

And bring our hearts back to their starting-post 
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I XI 

Old Ljinbro pas^'Od iinse(‘n a private gdte, 

And ^tood within his hall at eventide, 

M( antinie tlie ld<ly and he r lovt j sate 

\t v\ dss 111 in lh( u Ik aut\ and tlu it pi idc 
An i\oiy inlaid table spiead with stair 

13 cfoi c tlu in, and t nr sla\ c s on e\ c i v side , 

Ck ms, i2^o]d, »md siK c i , tm nu d tlu s( r \ u e mostl} , 
JVlotlui of ]jc ai I and e oi al the It ss t osll\ 

1 \ 1 1 

llcdinnci midt about a Imndi cd tlislu s , 

Lamb and pistat liio nuts - in shoi t ill meats, 

A.nel saffion s(»u])s, and swee tbit ads ind the hshes 
e u I tlu lint ti n ( cl llt)unr cd u i ne ts, 

Du St to *i Sv 1 ) n tt s most p impe It d w islies , 

1 he beveiage w «is wii it)iis Wu i bets 
OI 1 iisiii, ciiangc, *iPtl ptiiiug' m itt pint , 

S(juee/eel thitmgh the i intl whitli make ^ it best toi use 

1 \ m 

Ihesewtu I inge d 1 ountl e u li m it^ 1 1 \ stal ewe i , 
And li lilts, and tl de hi id loa\ e s t lost d the i ep<isr, 
And Mot h i s he 1 1 \ li t>m \i il i i ]')uu 
In sm ill hiK C hi'i i t ups, t imt in it 1 ist , 

( joltl e u]Ts t)Miligi 1 1 I 1 ide to til It 

1 he. haiitl ii om hui ning unek i lu itli the m jdaeed, 

C love s, t inihim ui anti s ’hi on tt)t) w e u btule d 
I p w ith tlu' e ofh ^ , whu h ( I think ) the \ sptiile d 

I \ 1 V 

J he hangings ol the u>e)m were tajusti v, made 
Of \elvct panels, each ol difie^rent luu , 

\nel thick with damask floweis of silk mind. 

And reiunel them ran a yelleiw horde i teu), 
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The upper border, richly wrought, displayed. 
Embroidered delicately o'er with blue. 

Soft Persian sentences, in lilac letters. 

From poets, or the moralists their betters. 

LX V 

These Oriental writings on the wall, 

Quite common in those countries, are a kind 
Of monitors adapted to recall, 

Like skulls at Memphian hanciuets, to the mind. 
The W’ords which shook Bclsliazzar in his hall, 

And took his kingdom from him: you will find. 
Though sages ma^^^ pour out their wisdom's treasure. 
There is no sterner moralist titan pleasure. 


I.X VI 

A beauty at the season's close grown hectic, 

A genius who has drunk himself to death, 

A rake turned method i Stic, or eclectic - 

(For that's the name they like to pray beneath) - 
But most, an alderman struck apctplectic. 

Are things that really take away the brcatli, — 
And show tliat late hours, wine, and love are able 
To do not much less damage than the table. 

LX VI I 

Haid^e and Juan car])ctcd their feet 

On crimson satin, bordered witli f)ale blue; 

Their sofa occu])icd tliree parts complete 

Of the apartment — and appeared ejuite new; 

The velvet cushions (for a throne nic^rc meet) — 
Were scarlet, from whose glowing centre grew 
A sun embossed in gold, whose rays of tissue. 
Meridian-like, were seen all light to issue. 
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LX VIII 

Crystal and marble, plate and porcelain. 

Had done their work of splendour; Indian mats 
And Persian carpets, whicli tlie heart bled to stain, 
Over the floors were spread ; gazelles and cats. 

And dwarfs and blacks, and such like things, that gain 
Their bread as ministers and favourites - that's 
To say, by degradation - mingled tliere 
As plentiful as in a court, or fair. 

LX 1 X 

"lliere was ro want of lofty mirrors, and 
The tables, most of ebony inlaid 
With motlier of pearl or ivory, stood at hand. 

Or wer' of lortoise-shell or rare woods made. 
Fretted with gold or silver: - by command. 

The greater part of these were ready spread 
With viands and slierbets in ice — and wine - 
Kept for all comers, at «i]l hours to dine. 


LXX 

Of all the dresses I select Ilaidec's: 

She wore two jelicks - one was of pale yellow'; 

Of azure, pink, and white was her tliemise - 

'Neath w'hicli her breast liea\'ed like a little billow; 
With buttons formed of p^*arls as large as peas, 

All gold and crimson shone her jcdick's fellow'. 

And the striped white gauze haracan that bound her. 
Like fleecy cloud about the moon, flowed round her. 

LX X 1 

One large gold braceU't claspetl each lovely arm. 
Lockless - so pliable from the pure gold 
That the hand stretched and shut it witliout harm, 
I'lie limb w'hich it adorned its only mould 
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So beautiful - its very shape would charm. 

And clinging as it loath to lose its hold, 

"Lhe puiest ore enclosed the whitest skin 
nhat e'er by precious metal was held in 

I \ \ 1 1 

Around, as pi me ess oi lici lather s land, 

A like gold bai aliove hci instep lolled, 

AnnouncLd hci lank, twelve imgs wtie on lici hand, 
llti hair was stalled with gems hci \cil ^ tine told 
He low h( 1 hi cast w is fastened with i band 

C)t lavisli pc ails, whoso woith could s( iKe be told, 
Hci oiangc sdk lull 1 ui kish ti ousers furk d 
Above the prettiest ankle in the world 

l \ X I F I 

I le 1 liair's long aubiu n w av e > down to he r hec 1 
1 lowed like an Aljune te>ircnt whieli the sun 
Dyes with his moining light, - and would eonceal 
He 1 pci seni if allow t d at 1 n ge to i un, 

And still they seem it senllull^ to led 

d he silken hlle t s euib, ind souglil tt) sluin 
d he 11 bonds v\ Irene ei sonit /e ]rh} i t aught be gan 
do oile 1 Ills ^oung pinion as hei Ian 

I x X i V 

Hound her she inaeJe an atmospluie of hit, 

1 h< vei^ an seemed lighici liomhei e^es, 
dlrey v\eie str serft and beautiful, mel iite 
\\ lib all we e .in im igme* ol the skies, 

And puie as Psyche ere she giev/ a wife — 

J oe) pure even for the jnirest human ties, 

Her over pov^ e? ing presence inaele you feel 
It would not he idolatry to kneel 

256 



DON JUAN 


LXX V 

Her eyelashes, though dark as night, were tinged 
(It is the country’s custom), but in vain; 

For those large black eyes were so blackly fringed. 
The glossy rebels mocked the jetty stain, 

And in tlitdr native Ix^auty stood avenged; 

Her nails were touched with henna; but again 
I'he power of art w as turned to nothing, for 
They could not look more rosy than before. 

n X \ V I 

The henna t hnuld be deeply dyed to make 
The skin relieved apj)ear more fairly fair; 

She hail no need of this, day nc er will br eak 

On mo».jrta a tops more hea\enly white than her; 
'i'hc eye might doubt if it were well aw^ake. 

She was so like a vision; I might err, 

Hut Shakespeare aNo says, 'tis very silly 
‘To gild I'eHned gold, or paiiit the lily.* 

I XXVII 

Juan had on a shawl of black anil gold, 

Hut a white baracan, and so transparent 
d'he spai'kling gems beneath you might behold. 

Like small stars through the milky way apparent; 
His turban, furled in many a graceful fold. 

An emerald aigrette with Haidcc’s hair in’t 
Surmounted, as its clasp, a glowing crescent. 

Whose rays slione e\ er trembling, but incessant. 

L X X V I I I 

And now they were diverted by their suite. 

Dwarfs, dancing girls, black eunuchs, and a j>oet. 
Which made their new establishment complete; 

The last was of great fame, and liked to show it: 
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His verses rarely wanted their due feet - 

And for his tliemc — he seldom sung be low it, 

He being paid to satirize or flatter. 

As the psalm says, ' inditmg a good matter ' 

I XXXI V 

He had travelled 'mongst the Aiabs, I uiks, and h ranks, 
And knew the self-loves of the diffcieiit nations; 

And having lived with people of all i inks, 

Had something read^ upon must otcasions - 
Which got him a few jnesents and sonic thanks 
He \aried with some skill his adulations, 

To 'do at Rome as Romans do' a piece 
Of conduct was which he obstivcd in C/icccc 

I \> \\ 

Ihus, usually, when lu was asked to sing, 

lie gave the difleient nations something nitional, 
'Iwas all the same to him - 'C/od s ivc tlie king'. 

Or '^a ira', accoiding to the fashion all 
His muse made increment of an}- thing, 

1 rom the high lyric down to the low lation li 
If Pindar sang horse-iaces, what should liindei 
Himself from being as pliable as Pirid ir^^ 

I \ \ \\ I 

In I ranee, for uistanee, he would write a chanson, 

In England a six c anto ejuarto tale , 

In Spain, he'd make a ballad or romance on 
Ihe last war - much the same in Portugal, 

In (jcrmany, the Pegasus he'd prance on 

Would be old Goethe's - (see what says Do vStael) , 

In Italy he'd ape the "Ireeentisti', 

In Greece, he'd sing some sort of hymn like this t'ye 
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1 

T1 le isles of Greece, the isles of Greece! 

Where burning Sapplio lov'ecl and sung. 
Where grew the arts of war and peace, 
W^here Delos rose, and I'hocbus sprung! 
Eternal summer gilds them yet. 

But all, excc'pt the ir sun, is set 


"Elie and the d'eian muse, 

The liere’s harp, tlie lover's lute. 

Have found tlie lame \ oiu sliorcs refuse, 
Tlu a ]:)lace ot birth ah>ne is mute 
To sounds wliich echo further west 
Than your sires' HsLmds of the Blest' 


The mountains look on Xlarathon — 

And iVTaratlion looks on the sea; 

And musing there ^tn hour alone, 

I dreamed that Greect* might still l)e free 
For standing on the Persians' grave, 

I could not deem m 3 'self a slave 


A king sate on the rocky hiviw 

W^hich looks o'er sea-born Sakimis; 
And ships, by thousands, lay below , 

And men in nations; - all wc're his! 
He counted them at break of day — 

And when the sun set where w^ere they? 
259 
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And where are they? and w^here art thou, 
My country ? On thy voiceless shore 
TLlie heroic lay is tuneless now — 

The heroic bosom beats no more 
Ajid must thy Ij^re, so long divine. 
Degenerate into hands like mine? 

G 

'Xis something in tlie dearth of fame, 
Xhough linked among a fettered race, 
n’o feel at least a patriot's shame, 

Kven as I sing, suffuse my face ; 

For what is left the poet hei e? 

For Oreeks a blush — for Cjivece a tear. 

7 

Must zve but weep o'er days more blest? 

Must zve but blush? — Our fathers l)led. 
Karth ! render back from out thy breast 
A remnant of our Spartan dead 1 
Of the three hundred grant but three, 

Xo make a new Xhcrmopylae! 


8 

^Vhat, silent still? and silent all? 

Ah ! no ; — the voices of the dead 
Sotind like a distant torrent’s fall. 
And answer, * Let one living head. 
But one arise, — we come, we come ! ' 
'Xis but the living who are dumb. 
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0 

In vain — in vain; strike other chords; 

Kill higli tile cup with Samian wine ! 
Leave battles to the "Furkish hordes. 

And shed the blood of Scio's vine! 

Hark ! rising; to the ignoble call — 

How answers each bold Bacchanal! 

1 O 

\"oLi havr tlie Pyrriiic dance* as yet, 

Whc'rc' is tlie Pyrrhic phalanx gone? 

Of two SIR h lessons, why forget 
'Fhe ao^ c‘r and the manlier one? 

Voii have the letters Cadmus gave - 
Lhink yc he meant thcnii for a slave? 

1 1 

Kill higli tlic* bowl with Saniiaii wine! 

\Vc will not think of thermos like' these! 
It made Anac'reon’s ^»^>ng divine: 

He servc'd — but ser\ ed Polycrates — 

A tyrant; but our masters then 
Wc're still, at least, oer countrynien. 


1 ‘J 

'^Fhe tyrant of tbc' C'liei si>nesc' 

W'as freedom's best and bravest friend; 
'Fhat tyrant was IVfiltiades! 

Oh ! that the present hour would lend 
Anothc'r dc'spot of the kind ! 

Such c'hains as his were sure to bind. 


2G1 
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1 3 

till high the bowl with Samian wine* 
On Still s rock, and Paiga’s shoie, 
r xists the remnant of a line 

Such as the Doi ic mothei s bore , 

Vnd there, p<ihaps, soim seed is soAvn 
I he Herat k id in blood might own 


1 1 

Irust not foi freedom to the 1 r inks — 
They have a king who l>u 3 .s ind st 11s 
In native swor<ls iiul niti\c lanUs, 

The 01113. hope >f c out igc dwells 
But T.uikish force ind I atm fraud. 
Would bre ik voiir shu Id how < \ c r bi o ic » 


1 > 

Fill high the bowl with Sum m wine* 
Oui virgins d uiee be n^ ith the sliadc 
I see their glorious black e> c s shine 
But gazing c^ii each glowi ig maid. 

My own the burning teii-elioji laves, 

1 o think such breasts must suckle sla\c 

1 6 

Place me on Suniuiii s inaibled steep, 
W^here nothing, save the waves and I, 
May hear our mutual niui murs sweep; 

There, swan-like, let me sing and die 
A land of slaves shall ne er be mine — 
Dash down yon cup of Samian wine * 
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LXXX VII 

Thus sung, or would, or could, or should have sung. 

The modem (jreck, in tolerable verse; 

If not like Orpheus quite, wlien O recce was young, 

Yet in these times he might have done much worse: 
His strain displayc'd some feeling - right or wrong; 

And feeling, in a jHK t, is the source 
Of others' feeling ; hut they arc such liars. 

And take all colours - like the hands of dyers 

X c I 

Milton's tl'ic inince ot jK)ets - so we say; 

A little heavy, l)ut no less divine: 

An independent being in his day - 

Leamcvi, pious, temperate, in love atid wine; 

But, his life falling into Johnson’s way, 

We're told this great higli priest of all the Nine 
Was whijit at collegi' - a harsh sire ~ odd spouse, 

P"or the first Mrs Milton left his house. 

X r 1 1 

All these arc, ccites, entertaining facts, 

Like Shakespeai7‘’s stealing deer, Lord Bacon’s bribes; 
Like Titus' youth, and Caesar’s eailiest acts; 

Like Burns (whom Doctor C urrie well describes) ; 
Like Cromwell’s pranks; - hut although trutli exacts 
These amiable descriptions from the scribes. 

As most essential to their hero's stor 3 ^ 

They do not mucii contribute to liis glory. 

X c 1 1 1 

All are not moralists, like Soutliey, when 
He prated to the world of ' Pantisocrasy ' ; 

Or Wordsworth unexcised, unhired, who tlien 
Seasoned his pedlar poems with democracy; 
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Or Coleridge, long before his flighty pen 
Let to the Morning Post its aristocracy. 

When he and Southey, following the same path. 
Espoused two partners ( milliners of Bath ) 

xci V 

Such names at pic sent rut a convict figuie. 

The vei y Botany Bay in moral gc ogra])hy , 

Iheir loyal tieason, icncgado rigour. 

Are good manuic for their nioic l)arc biogiaph} , 
Wordsworth’s last (ju iito, by the \\ ly, is fjiggei 
T.han any since the biithday of t 3 ^pography, 

A drowsy fiowsy poem, called the *1 xcursion , 
Writ in a mannci which is m> aversion 

xc \ 

He tliere builds up a formidable dyke 
Between his own and otheis intellect. 

But Wordsworth's jioem, and Ins followers, like 
Joanna Southcote s Shiloli, and lici sect. 

Are things which in this eentuiy don t stiike 
The public mind, — so few aie th(‘ elect, 

And the new births of both then stale vii g untie 
Have proved but dropsic*', taken for divinities 

X e V I 

But let me to my stoi\ I must own, 

If 1 have any fault, it is digression 
Leaving my people to procce d alone, 

While I soliloquize beyond cxpiession. 

But these are my addresses from the throne , 

Which put off business to the ensuing session 
Foi getting each omission is a loss to 
The world, not quite so great as Ariosto 
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XC VII 

I know that what our neighbours call ‘ longueurs 
(We've not so good a wordy but have the thing. 

In that complete perfection which ensures 
An epic from Bob Southey every spring) — 

Form not the true tcin])tation which allures 
The reader; but 'twoiild not be hard to bring 
Some fine examples of the epopee. 

To prove its grand ingredient is ennui. 

X c V f I I 

We learn ir^m Horace, 'Homer sometimes sleeps'; 

We feel witliout him, Wordsworth sometimes wakes, ■ 
To show with what complacency lie c reeps. 

With h‘ > di ir ' IVag^oners \ around his lakes. 

He wishes lor 'a boat' to sail the deeps — 

Of ocean? - No, of air; and then he makes 
Another outcry for 'a little boat’, 

And drivels seas to set it well afloat. 

X c I X 

If he must fain sw^eep o'er the ethereal plain. 

And Pegasus runs restive in his 'Waggon', 

Could he not beg the loan of Charles's Wain? 

Or pray Medea for a single dragon ? 

Or if too classic for his vulgar brain, 

He feared his neck to venture such a nag on, 

And he must needs mount nearer to the moon, 

Could not the bPx'khead ask fc:>r a balloon ? 

c 

‘Pedlars', and 'Bc:)ats', and 'Waggons!' Oh! yc shades 
Of Pope and Dryden, are we come to this? 

That * ash of such sort not alcme evades 
Contempt, but from the bathos' vast abyss 
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Floats scumlike uppermost, and these Jack Cades 
Of sense and song above your graves may hiss - 
The ' little boatman ' and his ' Peter Be 11 ' 

Can sneer at him who drew ' AchitopheP ' 

c I 

T'our tale — The feast was over, the slaves gon^ , 
The dwarfs and dancing girls had all n^tued , 

The Arab lore and point's song wei e dc^ne. 

And every sound of revelry expned. 

The lady and her lover, left alone. 

The rosy flood cjf twilight's sky admiic'd , 

Ave Maria T o'er the earth and sea, 

That heavenliest houi of Heave n is woithiest tht c ' 

c. II 

Ave Maria ^ blessif'd be the hour* 

The time, the clime, the sj>ot, whcic I so olt 
Have felt tliat moment in its fulh st powei 
Sink o'er the earth so beauliliil and soft. 

While swung the deep bcdl in the distant towci , 

Or the faint d^ing day-h^min stole aloft. 

And not a breath c rept through the i osy an , 

And yet the forest leaves scinned slnicd with pi.ivci 

cm 

Ave Maria’ 'tis tlie hc:)ui of jMayci ' 

Ave Maria' 'tis the houi of lo\c ' 

Av^e Maria’ may our spirits dare 

Look up to thine and to thy Son's above ' 

Ave Maria’ oh that face so fan ’ 

Those downcast eyes beneath the Alnnglity clove 
What though 'tis but a pictuied image? — strike 
'ITiat painting is no idol, - 'tis too like. 
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CIV 

Some kinder casuists are pleased to say 

In nameless print -- that I have no devotion; 

But set those persons down with me to pray, 

And you shall see who has the properest notion 
Of getting into heaven the shortest way; 

My altars are the mountains and the ocean, 

Earth, air, stars, -all tliat sj)rings from the great Whole, 
Wlio hath produced, and \\ill receive the soul. 

( V 

Sweet hoii’^ - ) twihght ' - in the solitude 
Of the pine forest, and the* silent shore 
Which bounds Havenn.i's nnmeniorial uood. 

Hooted '»aeir once the Adrian Wrive tlowed o'er, 

Vo where the last Caesarean fortress stood, 

Evergreen forest! which Boccaccio's lore 
And Drydeit's lay made haunted gre^und to me, 

How ha\e I loved the twilight hour and thee! 

C'\ I 

'rhe shrill cicalas, ])eople of the ])ine. 

Making their summer li\es c'lie ceaseless song, 

Were the sole ec hoes, sa\e my steeci’s and mine. 

And vesper hell's that rose* the boughs along; 
d'hc’ spectre huntsman of O.iesf's line, 

His hell-dogs, .md their chase, and the fair throng 
W'hidi k'arncd from this exam])le not to fly 
From a true Iovct, - shadowed iny mind's eye. 

c \ n 

Oh, Hesperus! tliou hringest all good tilings - 
Home to tlie weary, to the hungry cheer, 

To the young bird the parent's brooding wings, 

The welcome stall to the o’erlaboured steer; 
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Whate'er of peace about our hearthstone clings, 
Whate'er our household gods protect of dear, 

Are gathered roiuid us by thy look of rest; 

Thou bringest tlie child, too, to the mother's breast. 

c V III 

Soft hour! which ^^akes tlie wish and melts the lieart 
Of those who sail the seas, on the first day 
When they from their sweet friends are torn apart; 

Or fills with love tlic pilgrim on his w^ay 
As the far bell of vesper makes him start, 

Seeming to weep the dying day’s decay; 

Is this a fancy w liich our reason scorns ? 

Ah! surely notliing dies but something mounisl 

c I X 

When Nero perished by the justest doom 
Which ever tlie destroyer yet destroyed, 

Amidst the roar of liberated Rome, 

Of nations freed, and the w orld overjo3^ed. 

Some hands unseen strew'ed flowers upon his tomb; 

Perhaps the weakness of a heart not void 
Of feeling for some kindness done, w hen ])o\vei' 

Had left the wretch an uncorrupted hour. 

t: X 

Hut I'm digressing; what on earth has Nero, 

Or any such like sovereign I)uff'oons, 

'Po do with the transactions of my hero. 

More than such madmen’s fellow man - the moon’s 
Sure my invention must be down at zero. 

And I grown one of many ‘ wooden spoons ' 

Of verse (the name with which we Cantabs please 
To dub the last of honours in degrees). 
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(’ X I 

I feel this tediousness will never do - 
'Tis being too epic, and I must cut down 
( In copying ) this long canto into two ; 

They’ll never find it out, unless I own 
The fact, excepting some experienced few ; 

And then as an improvement ’twill be sliow'n: 
ril prove that such the opinion of the critic is 
From Aristotle passhn. - Sec TToit^tiktis. 


The return of Haul ee's father, the pirate Lambro, ends Juan 
and Haidee's happiness. She dies of ^rief and haemorrhage; and he 
is' tied up, stov'ed under hatches, and shipped off to a .ylave 
market 


From Canlo V 

I 

WiiFN amatory poets sing their loves 
In liquid lines mcllilluously bland, 

And pair their rhymes as Venus ^^okes her doves, 
'I'hey little think w'hat mischief is in hand; 

I'hc greater their success the worse it pro\'cs, 

As Ovid’s verse may give to understand; 

Even Petrarch’s self, if judged with due severity, 
Is the Platonic pimp of all posterity. 

II 

I therefore do denounce all amorous writing, 
Except in such a w^ay as not to attract; 

Plain - simple - short, and by no means inviting, 
But with a moral to each error tacked, 
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Formed rather for instructing than delighting, 

And with all passions in their turn attached. 

Now, if my Pegasus should not be shod ill, 

This poem will become a moral model 

1 1 1 

The European with the \sian shou‘ 

Sprinkled with palaces, the ocean sticain 
Here and tliere studded with a seven t 3 /-t()ui , 

Sophia's cupola with golJc'ii gleam, 

The cypress groves, Olympus higli and hoai . 

The twelve isles, and the rnoie than I could dre am, 
Far less describe, present the very view 
Which charmed the chaiming Mary Montagu 

I V 

I have a passion foi the name ot ' Mai v 
For once it was a magic sound to me; 

And still It half calls up the i calms ot faiiy, 

Where I beheld what newer was to be; 

All feelings changed, but this was last to vai^, 

A spell from which even yet I am not quite fiee 
But I grow sad — and let a tale giow cold, 

W^hich must not be patluMcall^ told 

\ 

The wind swej-ft down the Euxinc, and tlie wave 
Broke foaming o'er the blue Sympk^gades, 

'Tis a grand sight fiom ott 'the Giant’s Grave' 

To watch the progicss of tliose rolling seas 
Between the Bospliorus, as they lash and lave 
Europe and Asia, you being quite at ease; 

There's not a sea the passenger e'er pukes in, 

Turns up more dangerous breakers than the 1 uxinc 
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V I 

'l"was a raw day of Autuinirs bleak beginning, 

When nights are equal, but not so the days ; 

The Parcac then cut short the further spinning 
Of seamen's fates, and the loud tempests raise 

The waters, and repentance for past sinning 

In all, who o'er the great deep take their ways: 

They vow to .imcnd their lives, and y^-t they don't; 

Because if drowned, tlu*y can't if spared, they won't. 

V I I 

\ crowd oi shivering slaves of every nation, 

And age, :md sex, were in the market ranged; 

Kach bevy with the inerciiant in hi*' station: 

Poor * o\‘tures! their good looks w'cre sadly changed. 

All save the blacks seemed jaded w ith s'cxation, 

From friends, and liome, and freedom far estranged; 

rile Nc*groes more j)hilosophy displayed. - 

Used to it, no (h)ubt, as eels are to be flayed. 

VIII 

juan w'js juvenile, and thus was full. 

As most at Iiis age arc, of liope and health ; 

Yet 1 must own, he looked a little dull. 

And now and tlicn a tear stole down by stealth; 

Perhaps Iiis recent loss oi blood might j)ull 
His spirit down; and then the loss of wealth, 

A mistress, and such comfortable quarters, 

I'o be jnit up for auction amongst rartai s, 

I X 

Were things to shake a stoic; ne'ertheless, 

Llpon the whole his carriage was serene: 

His figure, and the splendour of his dress. 

Of which some gilded remnants still were seen, 
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Drew all eyes on him, giving them to guess 
He was above the vulgar by his mien ; 

And then, though pale, he was so very handsome , 

And then - tliey calculated on his ransom 

X 

Like a backgammon board the place was dotted 

With whites and blacks, in groups on show for sale, 
Ihough rather moie iriegularly spotted 

Some bought the jet, while others chose tlie pah 
It chanced amongst tlie other people lotted, 

A man of thirty, rather stout and hale. 

With resolution m his daik grey eye. 

Next Juan stood, till st)inc might choose to bu} 

He had an Lnglish look , that is, was scjuarc 
In make, ol a complexion white and rudd^, 

Good teeth, with cuiliiig rather dark brown haii. 

And, It might he Ironi thought, or toil, or study. 

An open brow a little marked with caic 
One arm had on a bandage rather bloody, 

And there he stood witli siieb sang-fioid, that greater 
Could scarce be shown even b}^ a iiicic spcttatoi 

X I I 

But seeing at his elbow a intic lad, 

Of a high spirit evidently, thougli 
At present weighed down by a doom whieli liad 
O’ertlirown even men, he soon began to show 
A kmd of blunt compassion for the sad 
Lot of so young a partner in the woe, 

Which for himself he seemed to deem no worse 
Than any other scrape, a thing of course 
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XIII 

‘ My boy ! ' — said he, 'amidst this motley crew 
Of Georgians, Russians, Nubians, and what not. 

All ragamuffins differing but in hue. 

With whom it is our luck to cast our lot, 

The only gentlemen seem I and you ; 

So let us be acquainted, as we ought: 

If 1 could yield you any consolation, 

'Twould give me pleasure. - Pray, what is your nation?' 

X I V 

When Juan answered 'S])anihh ! ’ he replied, 

' I thought, in fact, you could not be a Grcc*K ; 

'I'hose servile dogs are not so j)roiidly ('yed; 

Fortune aas played you here a j)retty freak. 

But that's her way \vith all men, till they're tried; 

But never mind, - she'll turn, perha])s, next week; 

She has seived me also mucli the same as you, 

Except that I liav'e found it nothing new.' 

XV 

TVa^q sir,' said Juan, 'if 1 may pn^sume, 

JVhat brought you here?' -- ‘Oli! nothing very rare - 
Six Tartars and a diag-chain — ' — "Fo tliis doom 
But what conduct(*d, if the question's fair, 

Is that which 1 wcuild learn.' - ‘ I served for some 
Months with tlie Russian army here and there. 

And taking lately, by Suw arrow’s bidding, 

A tow'n, was ta’eri myself instead of Widdin.' 

\ V I 

' Mave you no friends ? ' — ' 1 had — but, by God's Idessing, 
Have not been troubled with tliem lately. Now 
I have answ^ered all your (juestions w'ithout pressing. 
And you an equal courtesy should show.' 
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'Alas!' said Juan, "twere a tale distressing. 
And long besides/ - 'Oli* if 'tis really so. 
You're right on both accounts to hold your tongue 
A sad tale saddens doubly, wlicn 'tis long 

XVII 

' But droop not h ortunc at your time of life. 
Although a female moderately hcklc , 

Will hardly leave you ( is slie’s not your wife) 

For any Icngtli of days m such a pickle 
To strive, too, with our fate weic' such a sti jfe 
As if the coin-slicaf should oppose the sickk 
Men are the sport of iiicumstancc s, wlien 
The circumstances seem die sport of men 

X VlII 

" Fis not,' said Juan, ‘foi my picsent doom 
I mourn, fnit foi the past, — I loved a m nd 
He paused, and liis dark e^c grew full of gloom, 

A smgle tear upon his eyelash staid 
A moment, and then droppe^d, 'but to resume, 

'Tis not my present lot, as I have said. 

Which 1 deploie so mucli, foi I have borne 
Hardships which liave the liiidiest oveiwoin, 

XIX 

On the rough deep But thi, last blow — ' and heie 
He stopped again, and turned away his face 
'Ay,' quoth his friend, T thought it would appeal 
"1 hat there had been a lady m tlie case , 

And tliese are things which ask a tender tear. 

Such as I, too, would shed if in 30111 place 
1 cried upon my hrst wife's dying day. 

And also when my second ran away. 
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XX 

* My third — ' - ‘Your third! ' quoth Juau, turning round 
‘You scarcely can be thirty: iiave you three?' 

‘ No - only tv\o at present above ground ; 

Surely 'tis nothing wonderful to see 
One person thrice in holy wedloc k bound ’ ’ 

‘Well, then, ^^our third,' said Juan; ‘what did she? 

She did not run aw'ay, too, — did she, sir?' 

'No, faith.' - ‘What then?' - 'I ran away from her.’ 

XXI 

‘You take tl ngs coolly, sir,’ said Juan. ‘ Why,' 

Replied the otlier, ‘ what can a lUcUi do^ 

There still are many rainbows in your sky. 

But mir . hu.e \:uiished. All, when life is new, 
C'ommencc with feelings v/arm, and jM'Osp(‘Cts liigh; 

But time strij^s our illusions of their hue, 

And one by one in turn, some gr.ind mistake 
Casts of! Its lirighl skin yearly like the snake. 

X N I I 

‘ 'Tis tru(% It gets anotlu'r bright *uid Iresh, 

Or fresher, brighter; but the year gone through, 
d his skin must go tlie w'ay, too, of all flesh, 

Or sometimes only wear a week or two; - 
Love’s the first net vNliicli spreads its deadly mesh; 

Ambition, avarice, vengeance, glory, glue 
The glittering lime-tw igs of our latter days, 

Where still we Hotter on for pence or praise.’ 

XXIII 

‘ All this is very fine, and may be true,' 

Said Juan; ‘but I really don’t see bow 
It betters present times with me or you.’ 

‘No?' c|uoth the other; 'yet you will allow 
illo 
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By setting things in their right point of view, 

Knowledge, at least, is gained; for instance, now, 

We know wliat slavery is, and our disasters 
May teach us better to behave when masters.' 

XXIV 

‘ Would we were masters now, if but to try 

Their present lessons on our Pagan friends here,' 

Said Juan, - swallowing a licart-burning sigh: 

' Heaven help the scholar whom his fortune sends here 1 ' 
* Perhap w^e shall be one day, l)y and by,' 

Rejoined the other, 'when our bad luck mends here; 
Meantime (yon old black euniicli seems to eye us j 
I wish to G-d that somebody would buy us. 


XXV 

'But after all, what is our present state 

'Tis bad, and may be l)etter - all men's lot: 
'Most men arc slaves, none more so than the great, 
To their own whims and passions, and what not; 
Society itself, which should create 

Kindness, destroys what little we had got: 

To feel for none is the true social art 
Of the world's stoics - men without a heart.' 

XXVI 

Just now^ a black old neutral personage 

Of the third sex stept up, and peering over 
The captives seemed to mark their looks and age. 
And capabilities, as to discover 
If they were fitted for the purposed cage: 

No lady e'er is ogled by a lover. 

Horse by a blackleg, broadcloth by a tailor, 

P"ee by a counsel, felon by a jailor, 
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XXVII 

As is a slave by his intended bidder. 

'U'is pleasant purcliasing our fellow-creatures ; 

And all are to be sold, if you consider 

Their passions, and are dext'rous; some by features 
Arc bought up, others by a warlike leader. 

Some by a place — as tend their yc ars or natures; 
The most by ready cash — but all have j)rices. 

From crowns to kicks, according to their vdees, 

X \ VM f 

The cunui 1 liaving lyed tliem o'er with care, 

Turned to tlie nu rcliant, and begun to bid 
First but for one, and after for the pair; 

'riiey haggled, wrangled, swore, too — so they did! 
As though tliey w ere in a mere Christian fair 
Chea})ening an ox, an ass, a lamb, or kid; 

So that iheir bargain somided like* a battle 
For this supci ior yoke ot human cattle. 

XXIX 

At last they settled into simple grumbling. 

And pulling out reluctant purses, and 
Turning each j)iecc of siKer o'er, and tumbling 
Some dowm, and weighing others in their liand. 
And by mistake sequins \ith paras jumbling, 

Ihitil tlie sum was accurately sCtUincd, 

And then the nicrcliant giving cliange, and signing 
Receipts in full, . egan to think of dining. 

XXX 

I wonder if his appetite w’as good? 

Or, if it were, if also his digestion? 

Methijiks at meals some odd thoughts might intrude. 
And conscience asks a curious sort of question, 
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About the right divine how far we should 

Sell flesh and blood When dinner has opp’^cst one, 

I think It IS perhaps the gloomiest hour 
Wliich turns up out of the sad twenty-loui 

XXXI 

Voltaire says 'No* ht tells you that C.mdide 
Found life most toleial)lc aftci meals. 

He's wrong — unless man woie a pig, indf ed, 
Repletion rather adds to \\h it he ft els, 

Unless he's drunU, and then no doubt he s ficed 
From his own hi un's o])pfLSsion wlule it itt Is 
Of food I tliink with Philip s son, or rithci 
Ammon's (ill pleased with one world *^uid on» f ither) , 

XXXII 

I think with Akx mdei , tliat the at t 
Of eating, with anothc r ait or two, 

Makes us feel our moItaht^ in f ict 

Redoubled, wlitn i loist and i i ig >ut. 

And hsh, and soup, by some side dislus biektd, 

Can gise‘ us either jrain oi pie isurt , who 
Would pique liimself on intt 11c cts, whose use 
Depends so much upon the gastnc juiee'' 

\ XXIII 

Ihe othei evening ('twas on 1 iidi} last) - 
Ihis IS a fact, and no poetic fable — 

Just as my great coat was about me cast. 

My hat and gloves still lying on the tabic, 

I heard a shot — 'twas eight o'cloek scarce past - 
And, running c^ut as fast as I was able , 

1 found the military commandant 
Stretched in the street, and able scarce to pant 
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XL 

The purchaser of Juan and accjuaintance 
Bore off his bargains to a gilded boat, 

Embarked himself and them, and off'tht'y went thence 
As fast as oars could pull and water Hoat; 

They looked like j)crsons lx‘ing led to sentence. 
Wondering what next, till the caK|ue was brought 
Up in a little creek below a w all 
Overtopped with cypi'ess(\s, dark-green and tall. 

X L I 

Here their con .uctor taj>ping at tlie wicket 
Of a small iron door, ’twas opeiied, and 
He h‘d lliem onward, first through a low thicket 

Flanked k, laige groves, which tov'i red on either hand 
They almost lost their way, and had to pick it - 
For niglit was closing eie they came to land, 
d'he eunudi made* a .sign to tliose on board, 

WJio rowt'd off, leaving them without a w^ord. 

X I f I 

they were plodding on their winding w'ay 
'Througli orange howecM, and jasmiiic, and so forth: 

(Of which I miglit have a good deal to say. 

There being no sucli protusion n tlie North 
Of oriental plants, ‘ct cetera'. 

But that of late your sc rild)lers think it worth 
Their while to rear wliole hotbeds in their w^orks. 

Because one poet t\\ .'died 'mongst the Turks:) 

X I. I 1 I 

As they w ere threading on their way, there came 
Into Don Juan's head a thought, which he 
Whispered to his companion: - 'twas the same 
Which might liave th.cn occurred to you or me. 
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* Methinks/ - said he, - 'it would be no great shame 
If we should sti ike a stroke to set us free , 

Let's knock that old black fellow on the head. 

And march away - 'twere easier done than said ' 

XLI\ 

' Yes,' said the other, 'and when done, what then'' 

How get out^ how the devil got we in ^ 

And when we once were fairly out, and v\hen 

From Saint Bartholomew we liavc saved our skin, 
Tomoi row'd sec us in some other den, 

And worse oft than we hitherto have been, 

Besides, I'm hungry, and just now would take, 

Like Esau, for my biithnght a beef-steak 

X LV 

‘We must l)c near some place of man's abode, -- 
For the old Negro's confidence in creeping, 

With his two captives, by so cpiter a roid. 

Shows that he thinks his friends have not been sleeping, 
A single cry would bung them all abioad 
'Tis therefore better looking before leaping 
And there, you see, this turn has brought us through. 

By Jove, a noble palace * - liglitcd too ' 

XI V I 

If was indeed a wide extensive building 

Which opened on then view, and o'er the fiont 
There seemed to be besprent a deal of gilding 
And various hues, as is the 1 urkish wont, - 
A gaudy taste, for thc> are little skilled in 

The arts of which these lands were once the font 
Each villa on the Bosphorus looks a screen 
New painted, or a pretty opeia-scene, 
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XLVl I 

And nearer as they came, a genial savour 

Of certain stews, and roast-meats, and pilaus. 
Things which in hungry mortals' eyes find favour. 
Made Juan in his harsh intentions pause. 

And put himself upon his good behaviour : 

His friend, too, adding a now saving clause, 

Said, Tn Heaven’s name let's get some supper now. 
And then I’m with you, if you’re for a row.' 

XLVl I I 

Some talk ‘) \in ajjpeal unto some passion. 

Some to nu n’s feelings, others to their reason; 
Tlie last of these was ne\ er much the fashion. 

For rea.^on thinks all reasoning out of season. 
Some speakers w hine, and others lay the lash on, 
Ikit more or less continue still to tease on, 

With arguments according to their 'forte’; 
liut no one e\ er dicains of being short. - 

X LI X 

Hut I digress : of all appeals, — although 
I grant th<‘ power of pathos, and of gold, 

Of bt'auty, flatteiy, threats, a shilling, — ik> 

Method's moie sine at monicnts to take hold 
Of the best feelings of iiLaikiiid, which grow 
More tender, as wi* e\cry day behold, 

'rhan that all-softening, o\erjx>w ering knell, 

"I'he tocsin of the soul — the dinner-bell. 


L 

"I'uike}' contains no bells, and yet men dine ; 

And Juan and his friend, albeit they heard 
No Christian knoll to table, saw no line 
Of lackeys usher to the feast prepared, 
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Yet smelt roast-meat, beheld a huge file shine, 

And cooks m motion with their clean ai ms bared, 
And gazed around them to the left and right. 

With the piophctic eye of appetite 

1 I 

And giving up all notions of icsistance. 

They followed close behind their sable guide, 

Who little thought that his own cracked existence 
Was on the point of being set aside 
He motioned them to stop at some small distance. 

And knocking at the gate, 'twas (Opened wide, 

And a magmfieent huge hall displaced 
The Asian pomp of Ottoman parade 

I 1 1 

I won't desci die , dc sciiption is my foite, 

But every f )ol describes in tlu sc bright da\s 
His wondious |ourney to some foreign court, 

And spawns liis quarto, cmd dc mcUids your ])riise 
Death to his publisher, to him 'tis spc:>rt. 

While Nature, tortured twenty tlious^md vva\s, 
Resigns herself with excmplai> j^atienee 
To guide-books, iliyrncs, louis, sketches, illustiations 

I 1 1 1 

Along this Iiall, and up and down, some, squatti i 
Upon then liams, were oeeupied at eht ss. 

Others in monosyllalilc talk chatted. 

And some seemed much in love with their own diess. 
And divers smoked superb pipes decorated 
With amber mouths of greater price or less. 

And several strutted, otiicrs slept, and some 
Prepared for supper with a glass of lurii 
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LI V 

As the black eunuch entered with his brace 
Of purchased infidels, some raised tlieir eyes 
A moment w^ithout slackening fiom their pace; 

But those who sate, ne’er stirred in any wise: 

One or two stared tlie captives in the face, 

Just as one views a horse to guess his price; 

Some nodded to the Negro from their station. 

But no one Irouhk’d iiim with conversation. 

L V 

He leads thjin through the hall, and, without stopping. 
On through a farther lange of goodly rooms. 
Splendid but silent, saw in one, where, dropj)ing, 

A marine tt)untjin echoes through the glooms 
Of night, wliic'li robe the cliamljcr, or wliere popping 
Some female li(\ad most curiously i)rcsumes 
To thrust its black eyes through the door or lattice, 

As wondering what the de\il noise that is. 

1 \ 1 

Some faint lainj^s gleaming from the lofty walls 
Gave light enougli to hint tlieir farther way. 

But not enough to show the imperial halls 
In all the flashing of their full array; 

Perhaps there's nothing -- I'll not say appall, 

But saddens more by night as wcdl as day, 

"I'han an enormous room without a soul 
To break the lifeless sjilendour of the \\hole. 

I V 1 I 

Two or three seem so little, one seems nothing: 

In dcse'rts, forests, crowds, or by the shore, 

There solitude, w'e know’, has her full grov\tii in 
The spots wJiich were her realms for evermore; 
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But in a mighty hall or gallery, both in 

More modem buildings and those built of yc^rc, 

A kind of death comes o’er us all alone, 

Seeing what’s meant for many with but one. 

LVIII 

A neat, snug study on a winter's night, 

A book, friend, single lady, or a glass 
Of claret, sandwich, and an appetite. 

Are things whicli make an English evening pass; 
Though certes by no in(‘ans so grand a sight 
As is a theatre lit up by gas. 

I pass my evenings in long galleries solt‘ly; 

And that’s the reason I’m so melancholy 

L X I V 

At la.st they reached a quarter most retired, 

Where echo woke as if from a long slumber; 
Hioiigh full of all things which could be desired, 

One wondered what to do with such a number 
Of articles which nobody required ; 

Here wealth had done its utmost to encumber 
With furniture an exejuisite ai)artincnt. 

Which puzzled Nature much to know what Art meant. 

L X V 

It seemed, however, but to oj>cn oi^ 

A range or suite of further chambers, which 
Might lead to heaven knows where; but in this one 
The moveables were prodigally rich: 

Sofas 'tw^as half a sin to sit upon. 

So costly were they; carpets ev( ry stitch 
Of w'orkmanship so rare, they made you wish 
You could glide o’er them like a golden fish. 
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LXVI 

The black, however, without hardly deigning 

A glance at that which wrapt llie slaves in wonder. 
Trampled what they scarce trod for fear of staining, 
As if tlie milky way their feet was under 
With all its stars; and with a stretcli attaining 
A certain press or cupboard niched iii yonder — 

In that remote rc*cess whuli you may 5ee — 

Or if you don't the fault is not in me, - 

LX \ II 

1 wish to he ])erspicuous — and the black, 

I say, unlocking tlie recess, pullc^cl forth 
A (luanlity of < lothv_s lit for the back 

Of any x^ussulman, whatever his worth ; 

And of variety there was no lack ~ 

And yet, tliough I have said there was no deartli, ~ 
He chose himsedf to point out what he thought 
Most proper for the (liristians he had bougJit. 

j X I I I 

Tlie suit he thought most suitable to each 
Was, for the elder and the stouti'r, first 
A Candiote clcnik, vshicli to tlie kne^e niiglit reach, 

And trousers not so tight th.it the}^ would burst, 
But such as fit an Asiatic orcech; 

A shawl whose folds in Cashmii'c had been nurst. 
Slippers of saffron, dagge r rich and handy; 

111 short, all things which form a Turkish Dandy. 

I XIX 

While lie was dressing. Baba, their black friend. 
Hinted the vast advantages which they 
Might probably attain both in tlie end. 

If they would but pursue the proper way 
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Which Fortune plainly seemed to recommend; 

And then he added, that he needs must say, 

' 'Twould greatly tend to better their condition. 

If they would condescend to circumcision. 

EX V 

‘For his own part, he really should rejoice* 

To see them true believ'ers, but no less 
Would leave his proposition to tlieir choice.’ 

The other, thanking him for this e^cess 
Of goodness, in thus leaving tlieni a voice 
In such a trifle, scarcel}/ could express 
‘Sufficiently' (he* said) ‘his approbation 
Of all the customs ol‘ this polished nation. 

L X X I 

'For his own share - he saw but small ol)]cction 
To so respectable an ancic'nt rite; 

And, after swallowing down a slight refection, 

P'or which lie owned a present dpj>etite, 

He doubted nc'it a few hours of reflection 

Would reconcile him to the business epute.’ 

‘Will it?' said Juan, sharjdy: ‘Strike me dead, 

But they as soon shall ciicumcise my head' 

E X X I I 

‘Cut off a thousand heads, belore — ’ — 'Now, pray,' 
Replied the other, 'do not interru])t: 

You put me out in what I had to say. 

Sir! — a.s I said, as soon as I have suj^t, 

I shall perpend if your proposal may 
Be such as I can pro]>erly accept; 

Provided always your great goodness still 
Remits the matter to our own free-will.' 
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I XXIII 

Babj eyed Juan, and said, ‘Be so good 

As diess youi self and pointed out a suit 
In which a Princess with gicat plc*asure would 
Array he r limbs, but Juaij standing mute. 

As not being in a masquciading mood, 

Cjavf It a slight kick with his Christian toot, 

And when tlic old Negro told him to ‘Ciet ready,' 
Replied, ‘Old gentleman, I rn not a lady ' 

I X \ I V 

What^ou i" a\ be, I neither Kne^w noriaie,' 

Said Baba, ‘but ]^i i\ do is I desiic 
I hive no me^ie time nor man^ woids to spare * 

‘ \t leas^ ^ d Juan, ‘suie I iiuy iiKiUire 
1 Ik eausc or this odd ti a\< st^ ‘ I orbear,’ 

Said Baba, ‘to be cuiious, twill transpiie, 

No doubt, in proper jdaec, and time, and season 
I ln\e no authout^ te'i tell the reason ' 

I \ x\ 

1 iicn if I do, s lid III in, I 11 be — ‘ Hold ’ ' 

Rejoined ibf Negio, ‘]>ia^ be ne>t pi o\ oking , 

Lius spirit's well, but it m wax too bold, 

\nd }-e)U will tind us neit too te>nel ot joking 
‘ W hat, sir > ' said Ju in, ' shall it e e r be told 

1 hat I unsexed my diess? But Baba, stroking 
Hie things down, said, ‘Incense me, and I eall 
Ihose who will Ic i\c you ot nei sex at all 

I \ x\ 1 

‘I t)tler }ou a handsoiin suit ot e lollie * 

\ woiiuai's, tiue, but tlieii thtie is i eause 
\\ Iiv you slioiild wear llitm '- W hat, though m^ soul 
loathes 

i he etfcminatc gaib''' - thus, after a snoit piuse, 
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Sighed Juan, muttering also some slight oaths, 
‘What the devil shall I do with all this gauze?' 
Thus he profanely termed the finest lace 
Which e'er set off a marriage-morning face. 

LXX V I I 

And then he swore; and, sighing, on he slipped 
A pair of trousers of flesh-coloured silk ; 

Next with a virgin zone he was ccjiiipped, 

Wliicli girt a slight cliemise as wliite as milk; 

But tugging on his petticoat, he tripped, 

Which — as wc say — or, as the Scotcli say, whilk^ 
(The rhyme ohliges me to this; sometimes 
Monarchs arc less imperative than rhymes) - 

L X X V I 1 1 

Whilk, wliich (or what you please), was owing to 
His garment's novelty, and his being awkward: 
And yet at last he managed to get tlirough 
His toilet, though no doubt a little backward: 

The Negro Baba helped a little too. 

When some untoward part of raiment stuck hard; 
And, wrestling both his arms into a gown. 

He paused, and took a survey up and down. 

J. X X I X 

One difficulty still remained — his hair 

Was hardly long enough; but Baba found 
So many false long tresses all to spare, 

"I'hat soon his head was most completely crowned, 
After the manner then in fashion there; 

And this addition with such gems was bound 
As suited the ensemble of his toilet. 

While Baba made him comb his head and oil it. 
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LX XX 

And now l>eing femininely all arrayed. 

With some small aid from scissors, paint, and tweezers. 
He looked in almost all respects a maid. 

And Baba smilingly exclaimed, * You see, sirs, 

A perfect transformation here displayed; 

And now, then, you must come along with me, sirs, 
That is - the Lady': clapj^ing his hands tnicc, 

Four blacks were at his elbow in a trice. 

L X \ X I 

'You, sir,’ saici Bah.i, nodding to the one, 

'Will please to accompan}^ those gentlemen 
To supper; but you, v\^rthy Christian nun, 

Will follow me. no trifling, sir; for when 
I say a thing, it must at once be done. 

What fear you.? think you this a lion's den.? 

Why, 'tis a palac'c; wlu'rc the truly wise 
Anticipate the Prophet's paradise. 

I xxxn 

'You fool! I tell you no one means you harm.' 

'So much the better,’ Juan said, 'for them; 

Else they shall feel the weight of this my arm, 

Which is not quite so light as you may deem, 

I yield thus far; but soon will break the charm 
If any take me for that which I seem; 

So that I trust for every body’s sake, 

I'hat this disguise may lead to no mistake.' 

L X X X 1 1 1 

'Blockhead! come on, and see,’ quoth Baba; while 
Don Juan, turning to his comrade, who 
Though somewhat grieved, could scarce forbear a smile 
Upon the metamorphosis in view, - 
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'Farewell!' they mutually exclaimed, 'this soil 
Seems fertile in adventures strange and new . 

One's turned half Mussulman, and one a maid. 

By this old black encliantei 's unsought aid 

L\ \ \ J \ 

' 1 arewell ^ ' said Juan ' sliould wc meet no moi c , 

I wish you a good ajipetitc ' ' I arc well ^ ' 

Rc plied the oth( i . ‘ though it gi ie\ c s me sore 
When ^^c ne^t meet, \vc^ li ha\e a tale to Ull 
We needs must follow when 1 ate puts from slioi c 
Kct]) your good name . though L\e he i sc If once fi 11 ' 
‘Nay,’ ciuoth the maid, ‘tlu Sultan’s self shan't can} me, 
Unless his Highness pi onuses to m n rv^ me 

1 \ \x\ 

And thus the} parted, each by sepir itc doois, 

Baba led Juan onward, room In room 
Thrc'iugh glittering galleiics, and o ci maibk llooi s 
Till a gigantic jjoi tal thiougli tlie gloom, 

Haughty and huge , along the distance lo\^ ei s , 

And wafted far arose a i ich perl' mu 
It seemed as though they came upon a shi me , 

For all was vast, still, fragiant, and eh^ im 

LX \x V 1 

The giant door was broad, and bi ight, cUid high, 

Of glided bron/e, and carved in c ui lous guise , 
Warriors thereon were battling fui lously , 

Here stalks the victor, the rc the v ancpiished he s, 
There captives led in tiiumph eJroop the c\e, 

And m perspective many a squadron files 
It seems the work of times bcfoic^ the line 
Of Rome transplanted fe II with Constantine. 
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I. XXXVII 

This massy portal stood at tiie wide close 
Of a huge liall, and on its either side 
Two little dwarfs, the least you coidd suppose, 

Were sate, like ugly imps, as if allied 
In moc kcry to tlie enormous gate wliieli rose 
O’er them in almost ]^yramidi(' pride: 

The gate so s])lendid v\as in all its features. 

You never tliouglit about tliost* little creatures, 

I , \ X X I I I 

Until you lu aily trod on lliem, and tlien 
You started Ixick in horror to sur\’ey 
The wondrous hideousness of those small men, 

Whose < olour was n(*t black, nor wlutc, nor grey. 
But an extraneous mixture, which no pen 

Can trace, altl»ough perlups the pencil may; 

They were inisshafKii j>igmies, deaf and dumb - 
Monsters, w lio cost a no less monstrous sum. 

L X \ \ I X 

Theii' duty was — for tlu'v were* strong, and though 
d'hey looked so little, did strong things at times ~ 
To ope this door, which they could really do. 

The hinges being as smooth as Hc>gers' rhymes; 
And now" and then, with tough strings of the bow, 

As is the custom of those Eastern climes. 

To give some rebel Paslic a cra\ at: 

For mutes are generally used for that. 

X C' 

They spoke by signs — that is, not spoke at all ; 

And looking like two incuhi, tliey glared 
As Baba with his lingers made them fall 
To heaving back the portal folds: it scared 
291 



POEMS OF BYRON 


Juan a moment, as this pair so small, 

With shrinking serpent optics on him stared; 

It was as if tlieir little looks could poison 
Or fascinate whome’er tlicy fixed their eyes on. 

X c I 

Hcfore they entered. Baba paused to Innt 
To Juan some slight lessons as his guide: 

' If you could just contrive,' he said, ‘to stint 
That somewhat manly majesty of stride, 

‘Twould be as well, and, - (though there’s not mudi 
To swing a little less from side to side, 

Which has at timers an aspect of the oddest; - 
And also could you look a little modest, 

XCII 

‘ 'Twould be convenient; for thc'se mutes have eyes 
Like needles, which may pierce those pettkoats; 
And if they should discover your disguise, 

You know how near us the deep Bospliorus floats; 
And you and I may chance, cie morning use, 

To find our way to Maiinoia without boats, 
Stitched up in sacks — a mode of navigation 
A good deal practised here upon occasion.' 

xci 1 1 

With tliis encouragement, he led the way 
Into a room still nobler than the last; 

A rich confusion formed a disarray 
In such sort, that the eye along it cast 
Could hardly carry anything aw^ay. 

Object on object flashed so briglit and fast; 

A dazzling mass of gems, and gold, and glitter. 
Magnificently mingled in a litter. 
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XCI V 

Wealth had done wonders - taste not much; such things 
Occur in Orient palaces, and even 
In the more chastened domes of vVestcin kings 
(Of which I have also seen some six or seven), 

Where I can't say or gold or diamond flings 
Great lustre, there is much to be forgiven ; 

Groups of bad statues, tables, chairs, <aid pictures. 

On wliich I cannot pause to make my sti ictun s. 

xc V 

In this inijjci lal hall, at distaiue lay 
Under a canopy, and there reclined 
Quite in a cnnhdential cjuf‘enly way, 

A lady , Baba stopped, and knc^eling signed 
To JiKui, who though not much used to pi ay. 

Knelt down by instinct, wondering in his mind 
What all tins meant, while Baba bowed and bcndc*d 
Ilis head, untd the ceremoii} cnderl. 

X (’ V I 

The lady rising up witli such an an 

As Venus rose with fumi the wa\ e, on them 
Bent like an antclo]ie a Paphian pan* 

Ot eyes, whieh put out each surrounding gem, 

And raising up an aim as moonlight fair. 

She signed to Ikiha, who fust kissed the hem 
Of her dcc'p purple lohe, and speaking low, 

Pointed to Juan, wlio lemainc'd below. 

xc VII 

Her presence W4IS as lofty as her state; 

Her beauty of tliat overpoweiing kind. 

Whose force description only would abate: 
rd rather leave it much to your own mind, 

293 



POEMS OF BYRON 

Than lessen it by what I could relate 

Of forms and features; it would strike you blind 
Could I do justice to the full detail, 

So, luckily for both, my plirases fail 

xc V 1 1 I 

"thus much howc\er I may add, lici yeais 

Were ripe, tin y mi^^ht make si \-and> twenty springs. 
But there are forms wliuh time to touch forbears. 

And tuins aside his scathe to vulgar things. 

Such as was TVlaiy's, Queen of Scots, tiue - tears 
And ]o\e destroy, and sapping soriow wrings 
Charms fiom the ehaimei, ^et some nevet grovv 
Ugly; for instance - Ninon dc 1 f nc los 

\ c I \ 

She spake some words to liei attendants, who 
Composed a ehem of gills, ten or a dozen, 

And were all clad alike, like Juan, to('. 

Who wore tlieir unifoim, by Ikiha chosen, 

They formed a very nymph-like looking ciew, 

Which might have called Diana's chorus 'cousin’. 

As far as outward show ma}^ eorresjx)nd 
I won’t be bail for anything beyond 

e 

Ihcy bowed obeisance and withdrew, retiring, 

But not by the same door through which came in 
Baba and Juan, which last stood admiring. 

At some small distance, all he saw witlnn 
This strange saloon, much fitted for inspiring 
Marvel and praise , for both or none things win ; 

And I must say, I ne’er could see the very 
Great happiness of the 'Nil Admirari' 
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Cl 

'Not to admire is all the art I Imow 

(Plain truth, dear Murray, needs few flowers of speech) 
To make men happy, or to keep tl^em so’; 

(So take it in the very words of Creech). 

Thus Horace wrote we all Know long ago; 

And thus l’o[)e cpiotes the precept to re-tcach 
From his translation; hut lud none admired. 

Would Pope have sung, or Horace been inspired? 

c I I 

Paha, when ah the damsels were withdrawn, 

Motioned to Juan to aj)])roaeh, and tlien 
A second time desired liim to kneel down. 

And kiss Jie i.idy’s foot; which maxim when 
He heard repeated, Juan with a frown 
Drew Iiims<df up to his full lieight again. 

And said, 'It griewed him, but he could not stoop 
To any shoe, unless it shod tlie l\)pe/ 

cm 

Haba, indignant at tliis ill-timed pride, 

Made fierce rcmon>tranccs, and then a threat 
He muttered (but the last was given aside) 

About a bow-string — cjuite in vain; not yet 
Would Juan bend, thougli 'lv\ere to Mahomet’s bride: 

There's nothing in the w^orlJ like etiquette 
In kingly chambers or imperial halls. 

As also at the race . id county balls 

C' V 1 I 

The lady eyed him o’er and o’er, and h:ide 
Baba retire, which he obeyed in style. 

As if well used to the retreating trade ; 

And taking hints in good part all the while, 
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He whimpered Juaii not to be afiaid, 

And looking on him w ith a sort of smile, 
look leave, with such a face of satisfaction, 

As good men wear who have done a \ irtuous action 

CVIII 

When he was gone, thcic waa sudden change 
I know not what miglit be the lady's thouglit, 

But o'er her bright biow flashed a tunnilt strange, 

And into her cleai cheek the blood was brought. 
Blood-red as sunset suinmei clouds whicli ringe 

Tile \eige of Heaven, and in hei large c^es wrought, 
A mixtuic of sensations niiglit be scanned. 

Of half voluptuousness and half command 

c l\ 

Her foini had all the softness of her sex, 

Her features all the sweetness of the devil, 

W hen he put on tlie cheiub to peiplex 

Lve, and pa\ ed ( (/od knows how ) the i oad to e\ il , 
le sun lurnself was scaiee moie fue from specks 
1 ban slu lioin aught at v\hKh the e\e could ea\ il. 
Yet, somehow, tlieie was something somewhere wanting 
As if she rather oichitd than was anting 

c \ 

Something imperial, or impciious, tliicw 
A (ham o'er all she did, that is, a eliain 
W as thrown as 'twerc about the neck of 3011 - 
And rapture's self will seem almost a jxiin 
With aught which Icxiks like despotism 111 \ lew 
Our souls at least aie free, and tis in vain 
We would against them make the flesh obey - 
1 he spirit in tlie end w ill have its way 
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CXI 

Her very smile was haughty, though so sweet; 

Her very nod was not an inclination ; 

There was a self-will even in her small feet. 

As though they were quite conscious of her station - 
They trod as upon necks ; and to complete 
Her state (it is the custom of her nation), 

A poniard decked her girdle, as the sign 

She was a sultan’s bride, (thank Heaven, not mine!) 

c; X 1 1 

'To hear and to ob(*y ’ had been bom birth 
The law of all around her; to fulfil 
All fantasie*^ which yielded joy or mirth, 

Had been her slaves' diief pleasure, as her will; 

Her blood was high, her beauty scarce of earth' 

Judge, tlien, if Ikt caprices e’er stood still; 

Had she but been a Christian, Tve a notion 
We should ha\e found out the ‘])er[>etual motion’. 

c \ I 11 

Whate’er she saw and co\eted v\as brought; 

Wliate’er site did not sec, if slie supposed 
It might be seen, w'itli diligent e was souglit, 

And when 'twas found straightway the bargain closed 
'rhere was no end unto the tilings slie bought. 

Nor to the trouble wJiich Iier fancies caused; 

Yet even her tyTanny had such a grace, 

I'hc women pardoned all except her face. 

c X I V 

Juan, the latest of her whims, had caught 
Her eve in passing on his way to sale ; 

She ordered him directly to be bought. 

And Baba, who had ne'er been known to fail 
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In any kind of mischief to be wrought. 

At all such auctions knew how to prevail 
She had no prudence, but he had , and this 
Lxplains the garb which Juan took amiss 

ox V 

His youth and featmes favoured the disguise. 

And, should you ask hov\ she, a sultan s bride , 
Could iisk or compass such stiangc fcUitasics, 

This I must leave sultanas to decide 
Emperors are only husbands in wi\ c s 

And kings and (onsoits oft aie mystified. 

As we m 13 asce 1 1 un \Mtli due jiucision. 

Some b3 c vpeiicnec, otheis b3 ti idition 

c x\ 1 

But to tli( main point, ^^here we have been tend 111^ 
She now conceived all difheulties pa>t, 

And deemed hersc It extremely condc se ending 
W hen being ni uk lu r propc 1 13 at last, 

Without iiioie pief lee, in her blue e3es blending 
Passion and powei , a glaiue on him she cast. 

And meitly saying C hiisti in, canst thou love 
Conceived that phrase was quite enough to move 

c \ VII 

And so it was, in proper time and plaee, 

But luan, who had still his mind o'ci Mowing 
With Haidee s isle cUid soft Ionian face, 

Felt the waim blood, winch in Ins face was glowing. 
Rush back upon his lieait, which filled apace. 

And left his cheeks as pale as snowdiops blowing 
Ihese words went through Ins soul like Arab spears, 
So that he spoke not, but burst into tears 
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C X V I 1 I 

Slie was a good deal shocked ; not shocked at tears, 
For women shed and use them at their liking; 
But there is something when man's eye appears 
Wet, still more disagreeable and striking: 

A woman's tear-drop melts, a man's half sears. 

Like molten lead, as if 3^011 thrust a pike in 
His Iieart to force ’t out, for (to be shorter) 

'bo them 'tis a relief, to us a torture. 

c: X I X 

And she would luive consoled, but knew not liow. 

Having no ecjuals, noticing which had e'er 
Infected Ik. \/ith symjjathy till now. 

And never having dreamt what 'twas to bear 
Aught ol’a serious, sorrowing kind, altliough 
There miglu arise some pouting petty care 
To cross her brenv, she wondered how so near 
Her eye another's eyes could shed a tear. 

C' X X 

But nature teaclies more than power can s}>oii, 

And, when a strong altliough a strange sensation 
IVIoves — female hearts ai e such a genial soil 
for kinder feedings, wliatst)e\'r tlieir nation, 
I'hey natuially pour die ‘v\ine and oil', 

Samaritiuis in e\'ery situation; 

And thus Cjulbeyaz, though she knew' not why, 

Felt ;in odd glistening moisture in her eye. 

cxxi 

But tears must stop like all tilings else ; and soon 
Juan, who for an instant had been moved 
'I'o such a sorrow by the intrusi\c lone 
Of one who dared to ask if “lie had loved 
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Called back the stoic to his eyes, which shone 
Bright with the very weakness he reproved; 
And although sensitive to beauty, he 
Felt most indignant still at not being free. 

c X X 1 1 

Crulbeyaz, for the first time in her days. 

Was niucli embarrassed, never having met 
In all her life with aught save prayers and praise ; 

And as she also risked her life to get 
Him whom she meant to tutor in love's ways 
Into a comfortable tete-a-tete, 

To lose the lioiir would make her cpdtc a martyr. 
And they had wasted now almost a (quarter. 

c X X I J 1 

1 also would suggest the fittiiig time. 

To gentlemen in any such like case, 

That is to say in a meridian clime — 

With us tlicre is more law given to the chase, 
But here a small delay forms a great crime; 

So recollect that the extreinest grace 
Is just two minutes for your declaration — 

A moment more would liurt your reputation. 

c: X X I V 

Juan's w^as good; and might have been still belter, 
But he had got Haid^e into his head : 

How^ever strange, he could not yet forget her, 
Whicli made liim seem exceedingly ill-bred. 
Gulbeyaz, whe^ looked on him as her debtor 
P'or having had liim to her palace led. 

Began to blush up to the eyes, and then 
Grow deadly pale, and then blush back again. 
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CXX V 

At length, in an imperial way, she laid 

Her hand on his, and bending on him eyes 
Which needed not an empire to persuade. 

Looked into his for love, where none replies : 

Her brow grew black, but she would not upbraid, 
That being the last thing a proud woman tries ; 

She rose, and pausing one chaste moment, threw 
Herself upon his breast, and tliere she grew. 

c X X V I 

riiis was an awkv\ard test, as Juan found. 

But he was steeled by sorrow, wrath, and pride: 
With gentle force licr white arms lie unwound, 

And seated her all drooping by his side, 

'riien rising haughtily he glanced around. 

And looking coldly in her face, he cried, 

*The prisoned eagle will not pair, nor I 
Serve a sultana's sensual fantasy. 

c; X X V 1 1 

‘Thou ask'st, if I can love.^ be this the proof 
I low' much I have loved — that I love not thee I 
In this vile garb, the distall', web, and woof. 

Were fitter for me. love is for the free! 

I am not dazzled by this splendid roof; 

Whate’er thy power, and great it seems to be*. 
Heads bow, knees Iienil, eyes watch ai ound a throne, 
And hands obey - our hearts are still our own.' 

c X X V n 1 

This was a trutli to us extremely trite; 

Not so to her, w ho ne'er had heard such things : 
She deemed her least cc^mmand must yield delight. 
Earth being only made for (pieens and kings. 

SO\ 
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If hearts lay on the left side or the riglit 
She hardly knew, to such perfection brings 
Legitimacy its born votaries, when 
Aware of their due royiil rights o’er men. 

c X X X 1 

Suppose, - but you already have supposed. 

The spouse of Potiphar, tho Lady Hooby, 

Phaedra, and all which story lias disclosed 
Of good examples; pity that so few by 
Poets and private tutors are exposed, 

To educate — ye youth of Kui ope - 3’^ou by ! 

But when you have supposed the few we know. 

You can't supjiose GulhevM/' angry brow. . . 

C' X X X I \ 

Her first thought was to cut of! Juan's head; 

Her second, to cut only his - acquaintance; 

Her third, to ask liim where he had been bred; 

Her fourth, to rally him into repentance; 

Her fifth, to call her maids and go to bed; 

Her sixth, to stab herself; licr seventh, to senteiue 
The lash to Baba. - Iiut her grand resource 
Was to sit down again, and ciy of coursc- 

rxL 

She thouglit to stab herself, but then she had 

The dagger close at hand, which made it awkward; 
For Eastern stays aie little made to pad. 

So that a poniard pierces if 'tis stuck hard: 

She thought of killing Juan - but, poor lad! 

Though he deserved it well for being so backward. 
The cutting off his head was not the art 
Most likely to attain her aim - his heart. 
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CXLI 

Juan was moved: he had made up his mind 
To be impaled, or quartered as a dish 
For dogs, or to be slain with pangs refined. 

Or thrown to lions, or made baits for fish, 

And thus heroically stood resigne d, 

Rather tlian sin - exc<‘})t to liis own wisli: 

But all his great preparatives for dying 
Dissolved like snow before a woman (Tying. 

c X L I 1 

As through Jiis ])plms Bob Acres' valour oozed, 

So Juan's virtue ebbed, I know not how; 

And first lie w orulered wliy he had letused; 

And then, if matters could be made up now; 

And next liis savage virtue he accused, 

Just as a friar may accuse his vow, 

Or as a dame repents her of h.er oatli. 

Which mostly (‘iids in some small breach of both. 

(' X 1 1 

So lie began to stammrr some excuse^; 

Jiut words are not enougli in such a matter. 

Although you Iiorrowed all that e’er the muses 
Have sung, or even a DaJidy’s dandicst chatter. 

Or all the (igurcs Castlereagli abuses; 

Just as a languid smile began to Hatter 
Ills peace was making, but before he ventured 
Furtlier, old Baba rather briskly entered. 

c X M V 

‘Bride of the Sun! and Sister of the Moon! ' 

('Twas thus he spake,) ‘and Empress of the Earth! 
Whose frown would put the s]ilicres all (^ut of tune 
Whose smile makes all the idanots dance with mirth, 
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Y our slave brings tidings — he hopes not too soon — 
Which your sublime attention may be worth: 

The Sun himself has sent me like a ray. 

To hint that he is coming up this way/ 

CXLV 

Ts it,' exclaimed Gulbeyaz, ‘as you say? 

I wish to heaven he would not shine till morning’ 
But bid my women form the milky way. 

Hence, my old comet ! gi\ c the stars due warning - 
And, Christian’ mingle with tliem as you may. 

And as yoi/d have me paidon your past scorning - 
Here they were interrupted by a humming 
Sound, and then by a ciy, ‘The Sultan’s coming! ’ 

X I V I 

Plrst came lier damsels, a decorous file. 

And then liis Highness' eunuchs, black and white; 
The tram might reach a cpiarter ot a mile: 

His majesty was always so polite 
As to announce his \ isits a long while 
Before he came, especially at night; 

For being tlie last wife of the Emperor, 

She w'as of course the favourite ol the four. 

CXLVI I 

His Highness was a man of solemn port, 

Shaw led to the nose, and bearded to the eyes, 
Snatc'hed trom a prison to preside at court. 

His lately bow strung brother caused his rise; 

He was as good a sovereign of the sort 
As any mentioned in the histories 
Of Canternir, or Kn6ll6s, where few shine 
Save Solyman, the glory of their line. 
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CXLVIII 

He went to mosque in state, and said his prayers 
With more than ' Oriental scrupulosity ' ; 

He left to his vizier all state affaiis, 

And showed but little royal curiosity; 

I know not if he had domestic cares - 
No process proved connubial animosity; 

Four wives, and twice five hundred miids, unseen. 

Were ruled as calmly as a Christian queen. 

(' X L I X 

If now and tlicn there happened a slight slip, 

Little was heaid of criminal or crime; 

The story scarcely passed a single lip - 
The sack and sea had settled all in lime, 

From which the secret nobody could rip: 

The public knew no more than does this rhyme; 

No scandals made the daily ])ress a curse - 
Morals were better, and the fisli no worse — 

c J I 

His Majesty saluted his fourth spouse 
With all the ceremonies of his i\uik. 

Who cleared her sparkling eyes and smoothed lier brows^ 
As suits a matron \nIio has played a prank; 

These must seem doubly mindful of their vows. 

To save tlic credit of their breaking bank: 
d'o no men arc sucli cordial greetings given, 

As those whose wives have made them fit for heaven. 

CLV 

His Higlincss cast around his great black eyes, 

And looking, as he always looked, perceived 
Juan amongst the damsels in disguise. 

At which he seemed no whit surprised nor grieved, 
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But just remarked with air sedate and wise, 

Wliile still a fluttering sigh Gulbeyaz lieaved, 

'I see you’ve bought another girl; 'tis pity 
That a mere Christian should be half so pretty/ 

CL VI 

This compliment, which drew all eyes upon 

The new-bought viigin, made her blusli and shake. 
Her c omrades, also, thought liiemsehcs undone* 

Oh! Mahomet^ that his Majesty should take 
Such notice of a giaour, wdiilc* staice to one 
Of them his lips imperial < ver spake ^ 

There w'as a general wbisjK'r, loss, and wiigglc. 

But etiquette forbade them all to giggh‘. 

CLVII 

The Turks do well to shut - at least, sometimes 
The women up — because, m sad reabt} , 

Their chastity in these unhappy dimes 
Is not a thing of that astringent qiiahty, 

Wliich in the North prevents piecocioiis mines. 

And makes our snow less pure than oui morality: 
The sun, which yearly melts the polai ire, 

Has quite tlie contrary effect on vice 

C LVJII 

Thus in the East tliey are extremely stru t. 

And wedlock and a padlock mean the same; 
Excepting only when the formci’s picked 
It ne'er can be replaced in pioper frame; 

Spoilt, as a pipe of claret is when pricked 
But then their own polygamy's to blame; 

Why don't they knead two virtuous souls for life 
Into that moral centaur, man and wife.'^ 
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CLIX 

'I'hus far our chronick' ; and now wc j)ause, 

Thougli not for want of matter; but 'tis time. 
According to the ancient epic laws. 

To slacken sail, and anchor with our rJiyme. 

Let this fifth canto meet with due applause. 

The sixth shall have a touch of the sublime; 
Meanwhile, as Homer sometimes sk'cps, perhaps 
You'll pardon to my muse a few' short naps. 

From Can to T^l 

X X I 

Ckilbeyaz and lier lord w'cic* slec^ping, or 

At least one of then’' ! - Oh, the heav}’ night. 
When wii’ ed vives, who lo\e some bachelor, 

IJe down in dudgeon to sigh for the liglit 
Of the grey morning, and look vainly for 

Its twinkle tlirough the lattice diisky quite — 

To toss, to tumble, do/e, revive, cUid c|uakc 
Lest their too lawful bed-fellow’ should wake! 

X \ \’ 

These ai e beneath the tanojw of heaven, 

Also bc^m ath the eani^jjy of beds, 
l^'our-posted and sdk-c'urtained, which are given 
For rich men and their brides to lay their heads 
Upon, in sheets while as Ahat bards c'all ‘driven 
Snow*. Well ! 'tis all haphazard when one weds. 
Cndbeyaz w'as an empress, but had been 
Perhaps as wretched if a j)easant\s (juean. 

X X \M 

Don Juan in his feminc disguise. 

With all the damsels in their long array. 

Had bowed tlicmselves before th' imperial eyes. 
And at the usual signal ta'cn their w ay 
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Back to their chambers, those long galleries 
In the seraglio, where the ladies lay 
Their delicate limbs ; a thousand bosoms there 
Beating for love, as tlie caged bird's for air. 

XXVII 

I love the sex, and sometimes would reverse 
The tyrant's wisli, 'that mankind only had 
One neck, which he with one fell stroke might pierce' : 

My wish is quite as wide, but not so bad, 

And much more tender on the whole than fierce ; 

It being (not tiow, but only while a lad) 

That womankind had but one rosy mouth. 

To kiss them all at once from North to South. 

XXVIII 

Oh, enviable Briareus 1 with thy liands 

And heads, if thou hadst all things multiplied 
, In such proportion 1 - But my Muse withstands 
The giant thought of being a Titan's bride, 

Or travelling in Patagonian lands ; 

So let us back to Lilliput, anti guide 
Our hero through the labyrinth of love. 

In which we left him several lines above. 

XXIX 

He went forth with the lovely Odalisques, 

At the given signal joined to tlieir array; 

And though he certainly ran many risks, 

Yet he could not at times keep, by the way, 

( Although tlie consequences of such frisks 
Are worse than the worst damages men pay 
In moral England, where the thing's a tax,) 

From ogling all their charms from breasts to backs. 
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XXX 

Still he forgot not his disguise: — along 

The galleries from room to room they walked, 

A virgin-like and edifying throng. 

By eunuchs flanked ; while at their head there stalked 
A dame who kept up discipline among 

Hie female ranks, so that none stirred or talked, 
Without her sanction on tlieir slie-]>arades: 

Her title was The Mother of tlie Maids*. 

XXXI 

Wlicther slic was a 'niotlicr', I luiow not, 

Or whether they ^^ere Tnaids' who called her mother; 
But this is her seraglio title, goc 

1 know rut 1 )W, but good as any other ; 

So Cantemir can tell you, or De Tott ; 

Her office w as to keep aloof or smother 
All bad propensities in fifteen hundred 
Young w'oinen, and correct tlicm when they blundered. 

X X X 1 I 

A goodly sinecure, no doubt! but made 
More easy by tlie absence of all men — 

Kxcept his majesty, - who, witli her aid, 

And guards, and bolts, and w ills, and now and then 
A slight cxainjdc, just to cast a sliade 

Along the rest, contrived to keep thus den 
Of beauties cool as an Italian convent. 

Where all the passions have, alas^ but one vent. 

XX X 1 1 1 

And what is that.? Devotion, doubtless - how 
Could you ask sucli a question? - but we will 
Continue. As I said, this goodly row 
Of ladies of all countries at the will 
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Of one good man, with stately march and slow. 

Like water-lilies floating down a rill - 
Or rather lake — for rills do not run slowly, - 
Paced on most maiden-like and melancholy. 

XXXI V 

But when they rea( lied their own apartments, there, 
Like birds, or hoys, or bedlamites broke loose. 
Waves at spring-tide, or women anywhere 

When freed from bonds (wliich aie of no great use 
After all), or like Irish at a fair. 

Their guards being gone, and as it were a truce 
Established betw^een them and bondage, they 
Began to sing, dance, cliatter, smile, and play. 

X X X V 

Tlieir talk, of course, ran most on tlie new^ comer; 

Her shajie, her liair, heu' air, her everything: 

Some thought her dress did not so nuu h become her, 
Or wondered at lier eais witlioiit a ring; 

Some said her 3X'ars v\ere getting nigh tlu*ir summer. 
Others contended they were but in spring; 

Some thought her r ather masculine in height. 

While others wished that she had been so ciuitc. 

X X X V I 

But no one doubted on tlie whole, that she 
Was what her dr'ess bespoke, a damsel fair. 

And fresh, and 'beautiful exceedingly 

Who with the briglitest Georgians might compare: 
They wondered how Gulbeyaz, too, could be 
So silly as to buy slaves wlicj miglit share 
(If that his Highness wearied of his bride) 

Her throne and power, iind every thing beside. 
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XXXVII 

But what was strangest in this virgin crew. 
Although her beauty was enough to vex, 

After the first investigating view 

They all found out as tew, or fewer, sj)ecks 
In the fair form of their companion new. 

Than is the custom of the gentle sex. 

When they survey, with Christian e^es lieathen. 
In a new' face, ‘tlie ugliest creature breathing\ 

X X X I I I 

A. nd yet the} had ihcii little jealousies. 

Take all the rest; but upon tliis occasion, 

W licther there are such things as sympathies 
Witliou^ oux kiiow'ledge or our approbation, 
Although they could not st‘e tlirough his disguisi*. 
All felt a soft kind of t'oncateiKition, 

Take magnetism, or devilism, or what 
You please - w'e will not quairel about that: 

XXXIX 

Ihit certain ’tls tluw all lelt tor tlieir new 

Companion souietliing newer still, as 'twere 
A sentimental friendship through and through. 
Extremely pure, which made them all concur 
In wishing her their sister, sa\e a few' 

Who wished they hatl a brother just like her. 
Whom, if they were at liome in swc‘et Ciicassia, 
liiey would prefei to Ikidisha or Eat ha. 

X L 

Of those w'ho had most genius for this sort 
Of sentimental friendship, there were three, 
Lolah, Katinka, and l>udu — in short, 

(To save description) fair as fair can be 
311 



POEMS OF BYRON 

Were they, according to the best report. 

Though differing in stature and degree, 

And clime and time, and country and complexion, 
They all alike admired their new connection 

XI I 

Lolah was dusk as India and as waim; 

Katinka was a Georgian, whit" and red. 

With great blue eyes, a lovely hand and arm. 

And feet so small they scaitc seemed made to titad, 
But rather skim the earth, wliile DiidiVs lorm 
Looked moie adapted to be put to bed. 

Being somewhat huge, and 1 ingiiishing, and la/y, 

Yet of a beauty that would dii\e 3011 crazy 

Mil 

A kind of sleepy Venus seemed Dudu, 

Yet %ery ht to 'murder sleep' in those 
Who gazed upon her cheek's transc endent hue, 

Her Attic forehead, and her Phidian nose 
Few angles were theic in her foi m, tis true. 

Thinner she might ha%e been, and yet seaice lose , 
Yet, after all, 'twould puz/le to s ly whcie 
It would not spoil some scpaiate iliarm to pare 

XI III 

She was not violently lively, but 

Stole on your spirit like a May-day breaking, 

Her eyes were not too spaikling, yet, half-shut. 

They put beholders in a tender taking. 

She looked (this simile's quite new) just cut 
From marble, like Pygmalion's statue waking, 

The mortal and the marble still at strife. 

And timidly expanding into life 
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XLI V 

Ix)lali demanded the new damsel's name - 
‘ Juanna/ — Well, a pretty name enough. 

Katinka asked her also whence she came — 

'From Spain.’ - 'But where is Spain - 'Don’t ask 
such stuff. 

Nor sliow your Georgian ignorance - for shame! ’ 

Said I.olah, with an accent rather rough, 

To poor Katinka: 'Spain's an island near 
Morocco, betwixt Kgypt and Tangier.' 

X L V 

Dudu said notning, hut sat down beside 
Juanna, playing w'ith her veil or hair; 

And looking at her steadfastly, she sighed, 

As if she pitied her for being there, 

A pretty stranger, witliout friend or guide. 

And all abashed, too, at the general stare 
Which welcomes hapless stratigers in all places, 

With kind rcnicirks upon their mien and faces. 

X LVI 

Hut here the Motlier of the Maids drew' near, 

With, 'Ladies, it is time to go to rest. 

I'm puzzled what to do with yc»u, iny dear,' 

She added to Juanna, their n^w' guest: 

'Your coming has been ui expected here. 

And every couch is occupied; 3'ou luid best 
Partake of mine; but bv tomorrow' early 
We will have all Miings settled for 3'ou ^airl3^' 

X I. VI I 

Here Lolah interposed - ‘Mamma, you know 
You don't sleej) soundl^s and I cannot bear 
That atiybody should disturb you so; 

I’ll take Juanna; we're a slenderer pair 
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Than you would make the half of, - don't say no, 

And I of your young c harge will take due c arc ' 

But here Katinka interfered, .md said, 

‘ She also had compassion and a bed ' 

XI VIII 

‘Besides, I hate to sleep alone,' quoth slie 

1 he matron frowned ‘ Why so ‘ Tor fear of ghosts,' 
Replied Katinka, ‘ 1 am suie 1 see 

A phantom upon e u h of the four posts , 

And tlien I ha\e the woi st dreams th it c in be. 

Of Glr bres, Cjiaouis, and Ginns, and CjOuIs in liosts ' 
Ihe dame replied, 'Between joui dreams and you, 

I fear Juanna s di earns would be but few 

MIX 

'You, Lolah, must continue stnl to Ik 

Alone, for reasons which don t m ittc i , \ou 
The same, Katinka, until by and by. 

And I shall place Juanna with Dudu, 

Who's quiet, inoflensi\e, siknt, shy, 

And will not toss and < hatter the night thiough 
What say you, cliild ^ ' - Dudu said nothing, as 
Her talents were of tlie rnoie silent class, 

I 

Bat she rose up, and kissed the matron's brow 
Between the eyes, and Lolali on both checks, 

Katmka, too, and with a gentle bow 

(Curt'sies are neither used by Turks nor Greeks) 

She took Juanna by the hand to show 

Their place of rest, and left to both their piques, 

The others pouting at the mation's preference 
Of Dudu, though they held then tongues from deference 
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LI 

It was a spacious chamber (Oda is 

The Turkish title), and ranged round the wall 
Were couches, toilets - and much more than this 
I might describe, as I have seen it all. 

But it suflices - little was amiss; 

'Twas on the whole a nobly furnished hall. 

With all things ladies want, save one or two. 

And even those were nearer than tliey knew\ 

LII 

Dudu, as ha'' be(‘n said, was a sweet creature. 

Not \'ery dashing, but extremely winning, 

W'ith the most regulaU‘d charms of feature, 

\\ hieh r ^in 'rs cannot cauh like faces sinning 
Against proportion - thc‘ wild strokes of nature 
Which they hit ofl at once in the beginning, 

Full c>f expression, riglit c^r wrong, that strike. 

And pleasing, or unploasing, .‘'till are like. 

I 1 1 1 

Rut she w as a soft landscape of mild earth. 

Where all was harmemy, and calm, and ciuiet. 
Luxuriant, budding: cheerful without mirth, 

Wdiich, if nc^t ha]>piness, is rrucli more nigh it 
Than are your mighty passions and so fortli, 

Which some call The sublime': I wish they'd tr} it: 
I've seen your stormy sc'as and stormy women, 

And pity lovers rather more than seamen. 

LI V 

But she was pensive more than melancholy. 

And serious more than pensive, and serene. 

It may he, more th:m either — not unholy 

Her thoughts, at least till now, appear to have been. 



POEMS OF BYRON 

The strangest thing was, beauteous, she was wholly 
Unconscious, albeit turned of quick seventeen, 
lhat she was fair, or dark, or short, or tall; 

She never thought about herself at all. 

LV 

And therefore vv as she kind and gentle as 

The Age of Gold (when gold was y( t unknown. 

By which its nomt nclature came to pass , 

Thus most appi opriatcly has been shown 
'Lucus a non lucendo,* not what 

But what uas not , a sort of style that’s grown 
Extremely common in this age, whose metal 
The devil may decompose, but ncvei settle 

I V I 

1 think It may be of 'Corinthian Biass% 

Which was a mixtuie of all mctils, but 
The brazen iipiiermost) hind readei * pass 
This long parenthesis I could not shut 
It sooner for the soul of me, and cl iss 

My faults even with your own* which meaneth, put 
A kind construction upon them and me 
But that 30U won’t — then don't I am not less free 

I V I I 

’Tis lime we should return lo plain nai ration, 

And thus rny narrative prcxceds - Dudu, 

With every kindness short of ostcntaticjn. 

Showed Juan, or Juanna, through and thi ough 
This labyrinth of females, and each station 

Described — what's strange ~ in words extremely few 
I have but one simile, and that’s a blunder. 

For wordless woman, which is silent thunder. 
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LVIll 

And next she gave lier ( I say A^r, because 
'I'he gender still was epicene, at least 
In outward show, which is a saving clause) 

An outline of the customs of the East, 

With all their chaste integrity of laws. 

By which the more a harem is increased, 

"rhe stricter doubtless grow the vestal duties 
Of any supernumerary beauties. 

I.l X 

And then slie ga\e Juanna a chaste kiss: 

Dudu was fond of kissing — wliich Tin sure 
That nobody t an ever tcdvc amiss. 

Because 'tis ]>leasant, so that it be pure. 

And between feinalt^s means no more than this — 
That they Iiavc nothing better near, or newer. 
'Kiss' rhymes to 'bliss' in fact as well as verse — 

I wish it ncNcr led to somctlung worse. 

i.x 

In perfect innocence she then unmade 

Her toilet, which cost little, for she was 
A child of Nature, carelessly arrayed : 

If fond of a chance ogle at he. glass, 

'd'was like the fawn, which, in the lake displayed. 
Beholds her ow^n slnx shadowy image pass. 
When first she starts, and then returns to peep. 
Admiring this ne\> native of tlie deep. 

l.XI 

And one by one her articles of dress 

W'ere laid aside; but not before she oll'cred 
Her aid to fair Juiuuia, whose excess 

Of modesty declined the assistance proffered ; 
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Or Lot's wijGe%8lf!fitMatt, - ''wflji} - 

My gatheulMl in, a 

So pick and dfifime ^Kitaps yCfijtlt ^vn^Otefii 
With a carved lady d|l|a mollkiinent. 

1 MX 

And ITo l^a fafth appears , - apd wliat ib she? 

A lady of a 'cei fain age", whith ifieaPs 
Certainly aged what h^r ycari rni^t l>e 
I know not, ncvci ».ounting past their teens, 
But there she slept, not quite so £iur to see. 

As eic that awful pciiod uitcrvencs 
Which lays both men and women on the shel^ 
To meditate upon then sins and self 


I X V 

But all this time how slept oi oic. n ku, Dudu 
With stiict inquiry I could nc (i disto\(i, 

And scoin to add a sellable untrue, 

But ere the middle watch w is h irdly o^ c i 
Just when the fading lamps u incd dim and blue, 

And phantoms hovered, or might seem to hover, 
those who like their eom}»an^, aI>out 
The apa-tment, on a sudtk n slie sere uned out 

LX\I 

And that so loudly, th it upstarted all 
The Oda, in a general commotion 
Matron and rnaids, and those whom you may call 
Neither, came crowding like the waves of ocean, 
Oik on the other, throughout the whole hall, 

All trembling, w onclering,* wit^ut the least^iion 
More than I have myself of what could make 
The calm Dudu so turbukntly wake 
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1 XXI I 

But wide llwakc sl>e waj^, and round her bed, 

With floating drajx^ics an^ with fljmg hair. 

With eag^r eyes, and light but hurried tread, 

And bosoms, arms, and ankles glancing bare. 

And bright as any nuteor ever bred 

By the Noith l\)k*, — tiR\ souglit her cause ot eaie, 
For she seemed agitated, flushed, and ti ightened, 

Her e\e dilated and her <oIoui lu iglitt n» d 

T \ \ I n 

But what IS stiango ind a stu'ng pi out how gicat 
A blessing is sound sit t p luanna lav 
\s fast as e' i nu>band b^ Ins mati 
In iK'lv ruitiimon^ aious au i\ 

Not ill llir flitn<>ui Diolu hci lu])]n state 

Of luiiilKJ, eie ilu v sb(/ok Jk r thev s iv 

Vt least and then slu too, unclosed hei 
\n<j > aw rad a good de^d with discrtct ''Ui [)i ist 

I \ \ 1 s 

\ih 1 now coiniiuiULd a strict no c sligatiop, 

W liuii, as .ill s])()kc at once, and iiiou iliaii oiiee 
C onjcctui ing, vvondc t ing, a^klJp^ a nail aiicMi, 

\likc might pu//K lithe* wit or dun< c 
To ansv\ei m a m clear oration 

Dudu had revel j)isscdti>i wanting "cn«.c 
But, being 'no oiatoi a^ Brutus is , 

Could not at In si i \ pound what was anii-s 

I \ \ \ 

At length she said, tliat m a slumbci sound 
Slio dreamed a dream, ot walking in a wood 
A 'wood obseuie’, hke that w Irene Danli' Itrui'd 
Himself 111 at the age vvlien all giow gooel. 
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-Jfe’s half-way house, where dames with virtue crowned 
Run much less risk of lovers turning rude; 

And that this wood was full of pleasant fruits, 

And trees of goodly growth and spreading roots ; 

I. X X V I 

And in the midst a golden apple grew, - 
A most prodigious pippin - but it hung 
Rather too high and distant ; that she threw 
Her glances on it, and then, longing, ilung 
Stones and whatever slie could pick up, to 

Bring down the fruit, which still perversely clung 
To its own bougli, and dangled yet in sight, 

But always at a most provoking lieight; - 

L X X V 1 1 

That on a sudden, when she least had hope, 

It fell down of its ow’n accord bef(n*e 
Her feet; that her first movement was to stoop 
And pick it up, and bite it to the core ; 

That just as her young lip began to ojx* 

Upon the golden fruit the vision bore-, 

A bee flew out, and stung her to tlie heart. 

And so - she aw'oke witli a great ser(‘am and start. 

L X X V I I I 

All this she told with some confusion and 
Dismay, the usual consequence of drcajiis 
Of the unpleasant kind, with none at hand 
To expound their vain and visionary gleams. 

Tve known some odd ones which seemed really planned 
Prophetically, or that which one deems 
A ‘ strange coincidence % to use a phrase 
By which such things are settled now-a-days. 
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LXXIX 

The damsels, who had thoughts of some great harm. 
Began, as is the consequence of fear. 

To scold a little at the false alarm 

That broke for notliing on their sleeping car. 

The matron, too, was wroth to leave her warm 
Bed for the dream she had been obliged to hear. 
And chafed at poor Dudu, who only sighed, 

And said, that she was sorry she had cried. 

L X X X 

* Tve heard of stories of a cock and bull; 

Rut visions of an apple and a bee, 
take us fresn our natural rest, and pull 
The whole Oda from their bed'i at half-past tliree, 
\\d^Lild make us think the moon is at its full. 

You surely are unwell, child! we must see, 
romorrow, what his Highness’s physician 
Wdll say to this hysteric cT a vision. 

I. \ X X I 

' *\nd poor Juanna, loo, the child’s fii st night 
Within these w^alls, to he broke In upon 
With such a c lamc^ur - 1 had thought it right 
That the yc?ung str:uiger should not lie alone, 

And, as the cpiietest of all, she might 

With you, Dudu, a good night's rest liave known; 
But now I must transfer her tc^ the charge 
(^f Lolah - though her coucli is not so large.’ 

L X X X I 1 

Lolah's eyes sparkled at the proposition; 

But poor 13udu, with largo drops in lu^r cnvii, 
Resulting from the scolding or the visic:>n. 

Implored that present pardon might be sliow n 
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Foi this firbt fault, and tliat on no condition 
(Slie added in a soft and piteous tone) 
luanna should he taken from her, and 
Her future dreams should all he ke]it in hand 

1 \ \ \ M 1 

She pioniisetl nt\ei inoie to ha\e a dit am 
At least to dream so loudl} as jusl now 
She wondeicd at lu iscll how slic could s( ic im 
’Twas foolish, ncT\ous, as s}k must illow , 

\ fond halliK ination, and a thciiK 

horlau^htei hut s)k feltlui spuitslow 
\nd hegged the^ would exeunt hei sIk d gf t < i 
I his w cakness in a fc w hour s, and 1 1 ( o\ c r 

I X X \ I \ 

\ndheie luanna 1 indK intLipo < d. 

And Said she felt liei s( li e xtu nu h well 
Where she then w is, as her sound slci p disi lost d 
W^hen dll around i ang like a lixsin hell 
Slie did not find heisell the le as! elisj)c>sed 
1 o cjuit her gentle paitnei, and tc' dwe 11 
Apart from one who IkkI no sin to sliow , 

Sa\e that of di e Jining one e md i pie))x)^ 

i X \ X \ 

As thus fuanna sjxikc , Dudu tinned lound 
And hid her face within luanna s hiea'-t 
Her neck alone was seen, hut that v\as found 
1 he coloui of a budding rose's e it st 
1 can’t tell wli^ she blushed, iierr can t xpound 
1 he myste ry of this raptuie of the ir le st 
All that I know is, tliat the facts I state 
Are true as truth has ever l)cen of late 
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I XXXVI 

And so good night to them, -- or, if you will, 

(lood morrow- - for the cock had crown, and light 
Began to clothe eacli Asiatic liill, 

And the mosque crescent struggled into sight 
Of the long caravan, which in the chill 

Of dewy dawn wound slow ly round each height 
That stretches to tlie stoii}' Ixdt, wlfich girds 
Asia, where Kaff' looks down upon the Kurd^. ... 

The cavin ends r 'th Ji/u?} and Dudu be?ng threatened with a 
dipping. . . . 

( \ \ 

1 leave llich' for the present with good wishi's, 

Though doubts of their well doing, to arrange 
Another i^irt of history; f(»r the dishes 

Of tliis our baiKjuet w(‘ must sometimes change; 

\nd trusting Juan may es*.ape the fi'^hes, 

Although his situation now' seimis strange, 

\iid scarce secure, as such digressions are fair, 
rile Muse wdl take a little touch at w at fare. 


h'rotn (\int,t Jdl 
\ I \ 

Thr Hussians now wiat' ready to attack. 

But oh, ye godd(\->ses of war and glory' 

How' shall I spell the name of each Cossacque 
Who were immortal, could one tell tlicir story ' 
Alas! what to their memory can lack^ 

Achilles' self was not more grim and gory 
'I’han thousands of this new and polished nation. 
Whose names want nothing but - j)ronunciation. 
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XV 

Still ril record a few, if but to increase 

Our euphony: there was Strongenoff, and Strokonoff, 
Meltnop, Serge Lwow, Arsni^w of modem Greece, 

And TschitsshakofF, and Roguenoff, and Chokenoff, 
And others of twelve consonants apiece ; 

And more might be found out, if I could poke enougli 
Into gazettes; but Fame (capricious strumpet). 

It seems, has got an ear as well as trumpet, 

XVI 

And cannot tune those discords of narration, 

Wliich may be names at Moscow, into rhyme , 

Yet there were several worth commemoration. 

As e'er was virgin of a nuptial chime; 

Soft words, too, fitted for the peroration 
Of Londonderry drawling against tinu*, 

Ending in 'isch&kin', 'ousckin', ‘iffskchy’, 'ouski', 

Of whom we can insert but Rousamouski, 

xvii 

Scherematoff and Chrematoff, Koklojihti, 

Koclobski, Kourakin, and Mouskin Pouskin, 

All proper men of weapons, as e'er scoffed higli 
Against a foe, or ran a sabre through skin. 

Little cared they for Mahomet or Mufti, 

Unless to make their kettle-drums a new skin 
Out of their hides, if parchment had grown dcai , 

And no more handy substitute been near. 

XVIII 

Tlicn there were foreigneis of much renown, 

Of various nations, and all voluntccTs; 

Not fighting for their country or its crown, 

But wishing to be one day brigadiers : 
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Also to have the sacking of a town; 

A pleasant thing to young men at their years. 
'Mongst them were several Englishmen of pith. 

Sixteen calk‘cl Thomson, and nineteen named Smith. 

X I X 

Jack Thomson and Bill TJiomson; - all tiie rest 
Had been called "Jemmy*, after the great bard; 

I don't know whether they had arms or crest. 

But such a godfatlicr’s as good a card. 

Tho e ol the Smiths were I^eters; hut the best 
Amongst tnem all, haul blows to inllict or v\ard. 

Was he, sin(e so renowned Tn counli} cjuartors 
At Halifax' hi ^ now he s(‘i\c*d the I'artars 

XX 

The rest were Jacks and Gills and Wills and Bills, 

But when Tve addl'd that the eld(*r Jack Smitl) 

Was horn in C umber land among the lulLs, 

And that his father was an hc^nest blacUsmith, 

T\e said all 1 know of a name that fills 
Three lines of the despatch in taking ' Sc hniacksrnith ' 
A village of AJoldavia’s waste, \\lKTc‘in 
He fell, immortal in a bulletin 

XX I 

I wonder (altliough Mars no doubt s a god I 
Praise) if a man’ - name in a bulletin 
May make up for a bullet ifi his bod} ^ 

I hope this little question is no sin, 

Because, though I am but a sinqile noddy, 

I think one Shakespeare puts the same thought in 
The mouth of some one in his plays so doting. 

Which many people pass fc^r wits by quoting 
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\ \ n 

Then there \veie Fienchinen, gallant, 3 ^oung, and ga} 
But Tm too gicat a pati lot to recoid 
Their Gallic names upon a glorious day , 
rd lathe 1 tell ten lies than say a woid 
Ot truth, such truths are ticason, tlie\ lK‘tia\ 

Then counti \ , and as ti ntors aie ahlioiied 
\\ ho name the hiciuh in 1 nghsh, sa\( to show 
II(»w l\acf sliould inalvc^ lolin Bull (lit T i cut liman s (ik 

\ \ I I 1 

1 he Kussians, ha\ mg built two hattc i ic s on 
\n isle neai Ismail, had two ends in view, 

"1 he first was to bombard it, and knot k de>wn 
The public buildings and the j^nvatc tot^ 

Xo mattei what pooi souls might be undom 
"lhetit}’s sliajx suggested this tis trut 
rc:>rmed like an amjihithcatre, tacli dwi lling 
Biesentcd a hiu mark to thiow a ^ixll m 

\ \ I \ 

The second objtct wa to pioht b\ 

he moment erf the gc i e i d t onstt i nation 
Ter attac k the lurks flotill i, w hu h la\ nigh 
Extiemely trane|ujl, aiuhoicd jt its si it ion 
But a third mertive was a> jnerh ilrly 
To frighten them into eapitulatierri , 

A fantasy vvl lie li scrnietmies sei/cs war nor s 
l^nless they are game as hull-dogs 'iid It \-tc n le i s 

\ \ . 

A habit ratliei Irlairieable, whieli is 

"lhat ert despising those we eirmhat with. 

Common in man} eases, was m this 

The cause ot killing "Ichitehilzkofi and Smith, 

‘528 



DON It A N 

(>nc of the \alorou<* 'Smiths' whom we shall miss 
Out of those nineteen wlio late rhymed to 'pitli’, 

Iliit tis a n'lmc so spread o er 'Sir' and Madam’, 

I liat one would tliinlv the first who bore it ' \dam 

\ \ V I 

I lie Ku‘ Sian L)alt< r K s we r e ineomj)hlc 
Ike just thc^ wt re ( onsii ueled m ihnriv 
I lius the same r luse w Jik h nnKi s a \ e i sl w rnt lee t, 
Aridthifjw^ 1 ( loud o e r 1 one^nnn mtl If)hn Muiray, 
^Niieiillu th of new fKx^ks is lK)t so He t t 
^s they who pi ini the m think is nc( ess n \ , 

Mi\ likewise put e)ff le)i i tinu wlntst(v\ 

Some tune s< il murde» , md itotlnis i»lor\ 

N \ \ M 

\\ hetlicr it w is the ir e nc^iiu e r s stui>idit 3 , 

I lieu Inste eir w iste , 1 lu itl e. r know nor e iie, 

Oi some eont! letoi s pci son d e u]:>iel i\ 

SiMiig his soul 1)3 the iting m the ware 
( >i liouiK lele , l)ut tlie it w is no se)lielit\ 

In the lie w b itte ue s i i ce tcel the i e 
Iluviithei niisstd or i1k\ were nc\ei iiiissl( 1 
\Tid lekletl gi e itl\ t ) the missing list 

N \ \ I J 

\ sad miscale ul ition d>out elist nee 

Made all the ir na\ al m itte rs me oi i ee t 
Ihiec hreshijis le^rst tlien jiiiiible cMstcne* 

Jkfoi c they it relied a s]X)t to t ike e flee t 
1 h( match was lit too soon and no issist mee 
C ould lemeely this lubberly deleet, 

1 be 3 bl(‘w up m the middle ol the ii\ei 

While, though ’twas dawn tlie Tuiks slept fast as c\er 
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XXIX 

At seven they rose, however, and surveyed 
The Russ flotilla getting under way; 

'Twas nine, when still advancing undismayed, 

Within a cable's length their vessels lay 
Off Ismail, and commenced a ciuinonade. 

Which was returned with interest, 1 may s:iy. 

And by a fire of musketry and grape, 

And shells and shot of every size and shape. 

XXX 

For six hours bore they without intermission 
The Turkish fire, and, aided by their own 
Land batteries, worked tlieir guns with great precision- 
At length they found mere cannonadt^ alone 
By no means w'ould produce the town’s submission, 
And made a signal to retreat at one. 

One bark blew up, a second near the works 
Running aground, w'as taken by the d'urks. 

X K X I 

The Moslem, too, had lost both ships and men; 

But wdicn they saw the enemy retire. 

Their Delhis manned some boats, and sailed again. 

And galled the Russians with a heavy fire. 

And tried to malti' a landing on the main ; 

But here the efl'ect fell short of their desirt': 

C'ount Damas drove them back into the water 
Pell-mell, and with a wliole gazette of slaughter. . . 

XLI I 

Our friends the Turks, who with loud ‘ Allahs ’ now 
Began to signalize the Russ retreat, 

Were damnably mistaken; few are slow' 

In thinking that their enemy is beat, 

330 



DON JUAN 


(Or beaten, if you insist on grammar, though 
I never think about it in a heat,) 

But here 1 say the Turks were much mistaken. 

Who hating hogs, yet wished to :>ave their bacon. 

XI I 1 1 

For, on the sixteenth, at full gallop, drew 

In sight two horsemen, who were deemed Cossacques 
For some time, till tlicy came in nearer view. 

"1 hey had but httle baggage at their backs, 
ho; there were but t/iree shirts between tlie two; 

But on tiiey rode upon tw^o Ukraine hacks, 

'Ikll, in approaching, were at length descried 
In this plai^ p <ir, Suw arrow' and Ids guide. .. . 

X L\ I 

But to the tale; - great joy unto the camp! 

To Russian, Tartar, English, French, Cossacqiu*, 

O'er whom Suw'arrow shone like a gas lamp, 

Presaging a most luminous attack; 

Or like a wisj) along tlie marsh so damp, 

Which leads beholders on a boggy walk, 

He Bitted to and fro a dancing light, 

Which all who saw' it follow c'd, wrong oi right. 

XI VII 

But, certes, matters took a different face; 

There was enthusiasm and much applause*. 

The fleet and camp saluted w ith great grac e. 

And all presaged good fortune to their cause. 

Within a cannon-shot length of the place 

They drew, constructed ladders, repaired flaws 
In former works, made new, prepared fascines, 

And all kinds of benevolent machines. 
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XI VIII 

*Tis thus tlie spii It of a single mind 

Makes that of multitudes take one direction, 

As roll the vsaters to the breathing wind. 

Or roams the herd beneath the bull s piotcction 
Or as a little dog will lead the blind, 

Or a bell-wethci form the flock s conntction 
By tinkling sounds, when thc^ go lortli to vutiial 
SikIi is the sway of }oui great men o Ci littk 

VI 1 X 

Ihe whole eainp lung ^ith ]ov, >ou would hi\i thought 
Ihdt they were going to a marii ige ti ist 
(Ihis metaplioi, I think, holds good is lught, 

Since theie is discoid after both il le isl ; 

Diere was not now aluggigi bo> Init sought 
Dangti and spoil with ardoui much iiu leased 
\nd wh^ bet uise a littk odd old in in, 

Sti i]it to his shii t, was conn to lead the 'an 


But so it was, and t vei^ preparation 
Was made with ill alaeiit\ the hist 
Detachment of three columns took its stition 
And waited hut the signal s xoiee to huist 
Dpon the foe the second s oidiri itioii 
Was also in three e olunms, with a llui ^t 
Tor glory gaping o e r a sea of slaughte i 
Ihe third, in eeilumns two, attacked b\ water 

1 1 

New batteries were erected, and was held 
A general council, in which unanimity, 

"ihat stranger to most councils, lieie j^revailed, 
As sometimes happens in a great extremity, 
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And eveiy difliculty being dispelled, 

Cdory began to dawn with due sublimity, 

\\ bile Souvarofif, deteriruncd to olitain it, 

W as teaching Ins reciuits to use lIu l^a^onet. 

T 1 I 

It is an actual tact, that Ih , c oininandc,! 

In duct, in jnopei pci son deigned to drill 
1 he awkward scjuad, and could afiord to sciuandei 
H>s tinic , *1 cc)ipo*al s dut\ to tulhl, 
bist as y on d hi i ak a sue king salariiande » 
do swallow llainc, ind nevei take it ill 
He sjiowcd the 111 how to iiiount a kiddci which 
W as ncU hi I ob s ) cu t<^ cross a diteh 

1 1 1 J 

\]^o Ik dt ( ssc lI up, toi the none c , tasc iiu. s 
I ikc nu n w nil tui bans, sc iniitar s, a»ul dii ks, 

\nd iiiacK ihenicliuge witli ba\on I these machines, 
I5\ wa\ oi Ic ssoM jg unst at tual 1 uiks, 

\Md w he n w ( ll jri ac tisc d in tile St mimic s'cnc's, 
ih luclgc cl them pic pci to assail the woiks 
\t ^^hKll \oin wist nun siucicd in j)iiias s w itt\ 

IK mull no answer but he tooi. llie i ii\ 

1 I \ 

Most things w e 1 c in this p >stui e on tlu c\e 
Ot tile assault, aod all tlic cam]) was in 
V stem lejiosc , which \ ou would scarce com cue. 

^ 1 1 men lesoKcd to elasli thiough ihic k and thin 
Aic \eiy silent when tlu\ once* bi.hc\e 
d hat all IS se*ttled tlieie was little ehn, 

Koi sc)me weie thinking ot then lioiiit and li lends, 
And otheis ot tJiemsel\e*s and lattei ends 
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LV 

Suwarrow chiefly was on the alert, 

Sui\ eying, dulling, ordering, jesting, pondering, 
P'or the man was, we safely may assert, 

A thing to wonder at beyond most wondering. 

Here, buffoon, half-demon, and half-dirt. 

Praying, instructing, desolating, pUindeiing 
Now Mars, now Momus — and when bent to stoini 
A for ti ess, Haile quin ui unifoim. 

J VI 

7 he day before the assault, while upon drill - 
For this great conqueror pla 3 ed the corpoial - 
Some Cossacques, hovering like hawks round a hill, 
Had met a party towards the twilight s fall, 

One of whom spoke their tongue or well oi ill, 
'Twas much that lie was understood at all. 

Rut whether from his voice, or speech, or marine i 
'Ihej found that ho had fought beneath their binnei 

I VII 

Whereon immediately at his request 

They brought him and his comrade s to head(|uarters 
Their dress was Moslem, but you might have guessed 
1 hat these were merely masciue lading 1 altars. 

And that beneath c ach 1 urkish-fishionc d vest 
Lurked Chi istianity , which sometimes baiteis 
Her inward grace for outward show, and makes 
It difficult to shun some strange mistakes 

LVI JI 

Suwarrow, who was standing in his shut 
Before a company of Calmueks, drilling, 

Exclaiming, fooling, swearing at the inert. 

And lecturing on the noble art of killing, - 
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For deeming human clay but common dirt 
"I'his great philosopher was thus instilling 
His maxims, whicli to martial comprehension 
Proved death in battle equal to a pension; - 

LIX 

Siiw arrow, when he saw this company 

Of Cossacques and their prey, turned round and cast 
1 jpon them his slow brow and piercing eye: - 

‘Whence come ye?' - ‘From Constantinople last, 
Capti\'es just now escaped,' was the reply. 

‘ Wliat aic ^e?' - ‘What you see us/ Briefly passed 
I'his dialogue; for he who answ^ered knew 
Po whom he spoke, and made his words but few. 

LX 

‘ ^’our names ? ' - ‘ Mine's Johnson, and my comrade’s Juan ; 

The other t\^o are women, and the tiurd 
Is neither man nor woman.' The chief threw on 
The party a slight glance, then said, ‘I lia\e heard 
Tour name before, th(* second is a new one; 

I'o bring the other three here was absurd: 

But let that i)ass: -- I think I have lieard your name 
In the Nikolaiew^ regiment?' - same.' 

l XI 

'You served at Widdin?' ‘Yes.’ - 'You h-d the attack?’ 

‘ I did.' - ‘ What next ? ' ‘I really liardly know 
'You were the first i’ the breach?’ - 'I was not slack 
At least to follow those who might l)e so.’ 

‘ What followed?' -- ‘A shot laid me on my back, 

And I became a prisoner to the foe.' 

‘ ^"ou shall have vc*ngeance, for the town surrounded 
Is tw'ice as strong as that where you were wx>unded. 
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, I XII 

‘Where will you sci\c'- Where er 3 on please - I know 
^ ou like to be the ho])e of the forlorn, 

^nd doubtless would be foremost on tht foe 
After the haidships 3011 ve already home 
And this young fellow - say what can he do^ 

He with the beaidless chin and garments loin^ 

W h}^, general, if he hath no greater fiiilt 
In war than lo\e, he Ind better lead lire rssiult 

I M 1 1 

‘He shall if that he dare Heie Juan berwe cl 
Low as the compliment de ser\ed Suw nrow 
C ontinued ‘ 01 r old 1 cgiment s dllow e d 

By special pro\ idence, to le ad tomoi 1 ow 
Or, It may be tonignt, the assault I 1 h\ \owed 
To several saints, that she^rtlv plough or Iniiow 
Shall pass o cr what was Isiniil and its tusk 
Be' unimpeded by the proude st moscjiK 

I \ i\ 

‘Sonov\,m\ lads, foi gloi}’ - Hck Ijc tuineel 
And drilled aw 13 in the mostelassn Russian 
Until each Iiigli, lieioic bosom binned 

hoi cash and conciuest as if fiom a cushion 
A pi eae her had held forth (whonobl^ spumed 

All earthly goods save tithes) and bide tin m pusli on 
lo slay the pagans wJio resisted, battering 
1 he armies of the C Iinstian 1 mjness C atbenne 

I ^ V 

Johnson, who knew by this long eollexjuv 
Himself a favourite, ^ entured to address 
Suwarrow, though engaged with ae cents high 
In his resumed amusement ‘I confess 


3S6 



DON JUAN 


My debt in being tlius allowed to die 

Among the foremost; but if you'd express 
Explicitly our several posts, my friend 
And self would know what duty to attend/ 

t X \ I 

‘Right! 1 was busy, and forgot. Why, you 

\Vjll join your former regiment, \vbi('li sliould be 
Xow’ under arms fJo' Katskofb, take* liim to 
{lh‘re be railed up a Polish ordej'ly) 

'111 . post, I mean the regiriK-nt Nikolaiew . 

d'be stranger stripling may remain witli me; 

He’s a fine boy. I'lie w'omeii may be sent 
'J’o tlif' otbe'* b 'ggage, or to tlie si(k' tent 

1 \ \ M 

Rut here j soil ofsteiie bt‘gan to ensue- 

d'hc larlies, who by no means liad bet^n bred 
To be disposed of in a way so new’. 

Although their harem education led 
Doubtless to tliat of doc trines the most true. 

Passive obedicau e, - now raised in') the head 
With tlasliing eyes and starting tc'ai's, and Hung 
I'hc'ir aims, as hc*ns tlu*ir wing- about tludr ycning, 

I N \ III 

(^‘er tile promoted tou[de ot bi ave men 

Wdio were tluis lionoured by the greatest c liief 
'That cvcj' peopled bell willi heroes slain, 

Or ]^lungcd a ])rovinee or a realm in griet 
Oh, foolish mortals! Alway.^. taught in \ am ’ 

Oil, glorious laureP since for one sole leal 
Of thine imaginary deatliless tree, 

Of blood and tears must flow the unebbing sea. 
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LXIX 

Suwarrow, who had small regard for tears, 

And not much sympathy for blood, surveyed 
The women with their hair about their ears 
And natural agonies, with a slight shade 
Of feeling: for however habit sears 

Men’s hearts against whole millions, when their trade 
Is butchery, sometimes a single sorrow 
Will touch even heroes - and such was Suwarrow. 


V LXX 

He said, - and in the kindest Calmuck tone, * 
'Why, Johnson, wliat the devil do you mean 
By bringing women here? They sliall be shown 
All the attention possildc, and seen 
In safety to the waggons, where alone 

In fact they can be safe. You should have been 
Aware this kind of baggage never thrives: 

Save wed a year, I hate recruits with wives.' - 

l. X X I 

'May it please your excellency,' thus re]>lied 

Our British friend, ‘these are the wives of others. 
And not our own. I am too qualified 
By service with my military brothers 
To break the rules by bringing one's own bride 
Into a camp: I Icnow that nouglit so bothers 
The hearts of the heroic on a cl large, 

As leaving a small family at large. 

I XX I I 

‘But these are but two 'lurkish ladies, who 
With their attendant aided our escape, 

And afterwards accompanied us through 
A thousand perils in this dubious shape. 
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To me this kind of life is not so new; 

To them, poor things, it is an awkward scrape. 

1 therefore, if you wish me to fight freely. 

Request that tlicy may both be used genteelly.' 

I XXllI 

Meantime these two ]>oor girls, with swimming eyes, 
Looked on as if in doubt if they could trust 
I'heir own protectors; nor was their surprise 
T < than their grief (and trul\ not less just) 

'lo sec an c»ld man, rather wild than wise 

In aspect, jjlainly clad, besmeared with du^^t, 

Stript to his waisUoat, and that not too clean. 

More fear d han all the sultans ever seen. 

L X xi V 

For every thing seemed resting on his nc;d, 

As they could read in all eyes. Now^ to them, 

Who wx*ie accustomed, as a sort of god, 

To see the sult^m, rich in numy a gem. 

Like an imperial peacock stalk abroad 

(That royal bird, wliose tail’s a diadem,) 

With all the pomp of power, it was a doubt 
How power could condescend lo do witliout 

I. X \ V 

Jolm Johnson, seeing tlieir extreme dismay, 

Though little versed in feelings oric'iital, 

Suggested some slight comfort in his way; 

Don Juan, wdio was much more sentimental. 

Swore they should see him by the dawn of day, 

Or that die Russian army should repent all : 

And, strange to say, they lound some consolation 
In diis - for females like exaggeration. 
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L X X V I 

And then with tears, and sighs, and some slight kisses, 
They parted for the present ~ these to await, 

According to the artillery’s hits or misses, 

What sages call Chance, Providence, or Fate - 
(Uncertainty is one of many blisses, 

A mortgage on humanity's estate) - 
While their beloved friends began to ai Jii, 

"1 o burn a town which never did them liarm 

L X X X V I 

Hark! through the silence of the cold, dull niglit, 

The hum of armies gathering rank on rank ! 

Lo! dusky masses steal in dubious sight 

Along the leaguered wall and bristling bank 
Of the armed ri\ er, while with straggling light 
The stars J^eep through the \ j]x)iirs dim and dank, 
Which curl in various wreaths. - how soon tlu‘ smoke 
Of Hell shall jull tliem in a deeper cloak ' 

L X X X V n 

Here pause we for the pres(‘nt ~ as even then 
That awful pause, dividing life from death. 

Struck for an instant on the hearts of men. 

Thousands of whom were drawing their last breath ' 

A moment - and all will be life again! 

"I'he march! the charge! the shouts of either faitlP 
Hurrah! and Allah! and - one moment more ~ 

Idle death-CTy drowning in the battle's roar. 

The war continues, and in the course oj it Juan rescues a little 
Moslem girl from ‘ the flashing eyes and weapons ' of tzoo villain- 
ous Cossacques ~ * and Juan wept, and made a vow to shield her, 
which he kept'. . . 


340 



DON JUAN 

Viom Canto IX 

\ \ I \ 

Don Juan, who liad shone in tlic Jate slaugJitci , 

W as left upon his v\a\ with the despate h, 

\\ line blood was talked of as we would f)t water 
And eaieassc s that Liy as thiek as ih lU ii 

0 ei sil( need cities, inerel> seivtd to flattei 

1 ail Catluiine's j>asti»ne whe> looked on tfie inauli 
IktWLen these nations as a inline)! cocks, 

^ she liked hei ov\n to stand like loeks 

\ \ \ 

\nd the u in a libitka lu lolkd on, 

{ A c ui s(^d s( ) t of ( n I lagc w ithoiit sj)i int^s, 
Whiclion » igh loads lca\e seaiei 1\ a whole bone,) 
rc'kiide Mn^ on gJor\ elm ili\, and kings 
Xnd oidcis, melon all ih il he liul done 

\nd w ishing ih it j osl lioi sc s h ul the mgs 
( )i 1\ g isiis, oi it the le 1st post-eh inc s 

1 lad le ithe 1 s \* Ik n i ti i\ e lie i on c ee p w i \ s is 

\ \ \ l 

\t cvei\ )e)lt ciiid lhe\ weie in in\ still 
1 II till III d his eyes ut)on Ins httle i h u gt , 

\s if he wished th it she should j ul less ill 
1 Inm he in tliese s id liigh\N a\ s le ft it luge 
J o lilts, and Hints, and lo\el\ natui e s skill, 

\\ ho IS no j)a\ioui, noi adimts a bai ge 
On her canals, whe e (rod tikes sea and lanei, 
hisherv and faim, both into his own hand 

\ I 1 1 

So on 1 rainl)le , now .uid then naiiating. 

Now pondeiing it is time' we should n u late 
I left Don Juan, with his hoi sc's baiting 

Now wedl get o'ei the' ground at a great late 
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I shall not be particular in stating 

His journey, we've so many tours of late: 

Suppose him then at Petersburgh ; suppose 
That pleasant capital of painted snows; 

X L 1 1 1 

Supposed him in a handsome uniform; 

A scarlet coat, black facings, a long plume, 

Waving, like sails new shivered in a stoiin. 

Over a cocked hat in a crowded room. 

And brilliant breeches, bright as a Cairngoi m 
Of yellow casimire we may presume. 

White stockings drawn uncurdled as new milk 
O’er limbs whose symmetry set oft the silk, 

XLI V 

Suppose him sw'ord by side, and hat in hand, 

Made up by jouth, fame, and an aimy tailoi - 
"1 hat great enchanter, at whose rod's command 
Beauty springs forth, and nature’s self turns pak r. 
Seeing how art can make her work mc^rc giand 

(When she don't pm men’s limbs in like a gaoler), - 
Behold him placed as if upon a pillar f He 
Seems Love turned a lieutenant of aitillery. 

X I V 

His bandage slipped down into a cravat; 

His wings subdued to epaulettes; his quiver 
Slirunk to a scabbard, with his arrows at 

His side as a small sword, but sharp as ever, 

His bow converted into a cocked hat; 

But still so like, that Psyclie were more clever 
Than some wives (who make blunders no less stupid). 
If she had not mistaken him for Cupid. 
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XLVI 

The courtiers stared, the ladies whispered, and 

The empress smiled: the reigning favourite frowned 
I quite forget which of them was in hand 

Just then; as they are rather numerous found, 

Who took by turns that difficult command, 

Since first her majesty was singly crowned: 

Hut they were mostly nervous six-foot fallow's. 

All fit to make a Patagonian jealous. 

:s I 1 1 

Juan was none of these, but slight and slim, 

Hlushing and beardless; and ytt nevertheless 
Tliere was a something m his turn of Hml), 

And still more in liis eye, which seemed to express, 
'I hat though he loc'ked like one of the serapliim. 

There lurked a man beneath tlic s]>int’s dress. 
Besides, the empress soinetiiiK'S liked a boy, 

And had ju^'t buried tile fair-laced 1 jnskoi. 

\ r \ 1 n 

No wonder then that Yermoloffi or Moinonoffi 
Or Scherbatoffi, or any otiier off' 

Or Ofiy might dread lier inaji sty had not room enough 
Within lier bosom (whicli was not too tough) 

For a new llame; a thought to cast of gloom enough 
Along the aspect, whether .smoc’)th or rough. 

Of him wffio, in the language of his station, 

Then held that 'high official situation’. . . 

i 1 1 

And thus I supplicate your supposition. 

And mildest, matron-like interpretation. 

Of the imperial favourite’s condition. 

'Twas a high place, the highest in the nation 
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In fact, if not in rank, and the susj3Kion 
Of any one's attaining to liis station. 

No doubt gave pain, vvlicrc each new piir of shoulders, 
If rathe 1 hi oad, made stocks rise and then holders 

I 1 1 I 

luan, I said was a most Ixautcous hov 
And liad letaincd his ho 3 ,ish look l)c\on(l 
Ihe usual hiisute seasons which ekstio^ 

'W ith bcaids and whiskers, and the IiIm tlu * Rid 
Tansian aspect, which upset old lio\ 

Vnd founded Doc tors Commons 1 ln\c conned 
I he history of divoH ( s whuli tliough ( lit cjiu r c d 
C alls Ilion s the first d'uu'igc s on rcc oid 

I \ 

\ndCatheiine who loved dl things ( i\i hii loid 
Who was gone to Ins pi uc ) and ])isscd toi iniit h 
\dmiring those (b\ dainU dimes d^lioiud 
Cjigantic gentle UK n, \et 1 id i toiitli 
e)f sentiment, md lie she most idoud 

Was the Imicnted I anskoi wlio w is such 
V lover as had tost hei m m\ i te n 
\nd yet hut made a middling gienaditi 

I ^ \ 1 1 

Her majesty loe^ked down, the \outh looked iifi 
And so they fell in Icjvc siie with Ins f let 
His graec, his God-Ienov\ s- wh.it foi C\ipid s tuj> 

W'lth the first di aught intoxieates apaec , 

\ eiuiiitesscntial laudanum oi 'black diop , 

Which makes one diunk at once, without the bis< 
Lxpedient of full bumpers, for the e3e 
In love drinks all life’s fountains (save tears) dry 
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f \ \ I 1 

He, on the* other hand, it not in lo\e, 
hell into that no less iinptrious passion 
Selt-lo\e which, when sonic soil ot thing aho\c 
Oui s( h cs, a singe i , dam 1 1 , mm h in i.islnon, 

()i diuhc ss, jniiKi ss, ( nipie s>, dc igns to j)i in c 

( 1 IS Pojx plnast j a gnat longing, though a r ish one, 
1 oi one cspLCul pi 1 son out ot man\ 

\l iKc s us iH 111 \ c oin •>( 1 \ I IS good is uu 

T \ I \ 

Hi side s, he w is v)t tli it ele liglilt d ige 

W liK li iiiidu s all ti in ill age sequd in hi n 
W e don t inm h ^ m with wl oni \ve n ic engag 
vs l)()l(i as 1) mil I in the lion s de n 
^o that we eanoiii intixc sun issu tgi 

In the ne \t oee in, whieh i a\ tlow jusi tin n 
I e) make i twilight in, ]usi is Sol s h it is 
(^Litne hi el in tlie lap ol the salt se i e>» lieti 

1 \ \ 

\ndCathMine (wt must s I's thusinuehloi C itlie me 
1 hough bold vinel bleioeh , was the kiiiei eit thing 
\\ host timjxji.ii\ }) ission w as (jUite fluteiing, 

Heeause i leh Imei lookeel a sot t e>l Ixing 
Made* up upein in am iton pitlein, 

A ie)}al husband in all save the iiiig 
\\ hicli, benng the damn dcst pait ot in iti inionc 
Seemed taking out the stiiig to leave tlx hone \ 

l \ \ I 

\nd when \e>u adel to this, hi i we>manIuH)el 
In Its nil I idian, lu i blue e > e s oi gi e \ 

( 1 he last, it the \ have seiul, iie quite is good 
Oi belte*i, as the be st e \ imple s ^a\ 
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Napoleon's, Mary's (queen of Scotland), should 
Lend to that colour a transcendent ray ; 

And Pallas also sanctions the same hue. 

Too wise to look through optics black or blue) - 

LXXII 

Her sweet smile, and her then majestic figure, 

Her plumpness, her imperial condescension. 

Her preference of a boy to men much bigger 

(Fellows whom Messalina's self would pension). 

Her prime of life, just now in juicy vigour, 

With other extras, which need not mention, - 
All these, or any one of these, explain 
Enough to make a stripling very vain. 

L X X I n 

And that's enough, for love is vanity, 

Selfish in its beginning as its end. 

Except where 'tis a mere insanity, 

A maddening spirit which would strive to blend 
Itself with beauty's frail inanity. 

On which the passion's self seems to de])end: 

And lienee some heathenish philoso])her.s 
Make love the main-spring of the universe. 

LXXI V 

Besides Platonic love, besides the love 
Of God, the love of sentiment, the loving 
Of faithful pairs - (I needs must rhyme with dove, 

That good old steam-boat which keeps verses moving 
'Gainst reason - Reason ne'er was hand-and-glove 
With rhyme, but always leant less to improving 
The sound than sense) - besides all these pretences 
To love, there are those things which words name senses 
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LXXV 

Those movements, those improvements in our bodies 
Which make all bodies anxious to get out 
Of their own sand-pits, to mix with a goddess. 

For such all women are at first no doubt. 

1 low beautiful that moment ! and how odd is 
That fever which precedes the languid rout 
Of our sensations ! What a curious way 
The whole thing is of clothing souls in clay ! 

I. X X V I 

The noblest Ivtnd of love is love Platonical, 

To end or to begin with; the next grand 
Is that which may be christened love canoiiical, 
Because the clergy take the thing in hand; 

Hie third sort to be noted in our chronic le 
As flourishing in every Christian land. 

Is, wlien chaste matrons to their other ties 
Add what may be called jnarria^e in disguise. 

] XX \ II 

Well, we won't analyse - our story must 
Tell for itself: the sovereign w^as smitten, 

Juan much flattered by her love, or lust; - 
I cannot stop to alter words once written. 

And the two are so mixed with human dust. 

That he who names one, both perchance may Jiit on 
But in such matters Kussia's mighty empress 
Behaved no better than a commcHi sempstress. 

L X X V I I I 

The whole court melted into one wide whisper, 

And all lips were applied unto all ears ! 

'fhe elder ladies' wTinkles curled much crisper 
As they beheld ; the yoimger cast some leers 
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On one another, and each knely libper 

Smiled as she talked the matter o’oi , l)ut teai s 
Of 1 1\ alship lose in each cloudc d eye 
Of all the standing aimy who stood 

I X \ I \ 

All the ambassad )i s of all the poweis 

Inquired, Who was this vei} new ^ounu, man, 

Who promised to be gJ eat in some fc w houi s ^ 

Which IS full soon (though life is but a sj>an) 

Vlread}^ they beheld the siKci showcis 
Of nd)les rain, as fa^^t as spec ic can, 

Lpon his cabinet, besides the picscnt^ 

(h scveial ribands, and some thous ind pea mts 

I \ \ \ 

Oathei me wasgeneious, all sue h 1 idie s nc 
I o\ c, that gieat ope 11 i of the bent ind ill 
1 he vs ays tluit lead theie , be the \ ne ai oi t ii , 

Above, belovs, by lui npike s gi e it oi sm II 
1 ove (the:)Ugh slie had a cursed lisle ie)i w ii 
And was not the be st wife , unless we e all 
Such Clytemnestra, tliougli jKihaps tis be Iter 
lhat one should die, thin two drag on tlie lette i ) 

I \ \ N 1 

I o\ c had made C athe i me make e ae h lo\ e i s test tunr , 
Ihilikc our own hall-<aste Lli/abe tli. 

Whose avarice all disbui sememts did impoiUine, 

If histoiy, the giand hat, e ve i saith 
llic ti uth , and though gi lef Ik 1 old age miglit slioi te n 
Because she put a favounte to de atli, 

Her vile, ambiguous method of flirtatie)n. 

And stinginess, disgrace her sex and station 
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f. \ X X I r 

Hut wlicri tlie levcu rose, and all was bustle 
In the dissolving circle, ail the nations’ 
\inl)jssaclors begar^ as ’twere to hustle 

Round the young n\an with their congratulations. 
Also the softer silks were hc'ard to rustle 
CXgc‘ntle danies, among whose* recre‘ations 
It IS to sjieculatc* on liandsome faces, 

] ',s|v‘e ially wlien sue h lead to high plat es 

1 X \ \ I I T 

jua'!, w.'io b‘UJid hiinstll, lu* Kiu^w not ho^'', 

A gencTai objet t ot alt(‘ntion, made* 

Ills answers with a v(*ry graex'ful bow, 

AvS if ben-n le^' the* ministerial trade* 
rhough modest, on his unembarrassed brow 
Nature' had wrltt(*n ’gentleman’. lie said 
lattle*, but to the jnirpose ; arul bis manner 
riling iio\'ei'ing graces o’t‘r him like a iiannei 

I \ \ \ 1 \ 

\n order ticun h<*T niajc*si\ e on^'igned 
Our young lieutenant to the genial care 
Of tlu'se in odie'e*; all tiu' world looked kind. 

As It will look sometiini's with tlu* lirst '-tai'e, 
Wdnch youth would not act ill to kc‘(*p in mind. 

As alse^ did Miss l*rotasoff then tlu'ie. 

Named from her mystic ofliee ‘ i ’K]irou\ eu>e 
A term inexplicable to the Muse*. 

I \ x \ \ 

With her llu'ii, as in humble duly bound, 

Juan retired, -- and so will I, until 
My Pegasus shall tire' of touching ground 
We have just lit on a ‘heaven-kissing hill 
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So lofty thtfit I feel my brain turn round, 

And all my fancies whirling like a mill ; 

Which is a signal to my nerves and brain, 

To take a quiet ride in some green lane. 

From Canto X 

XXXVII 

TliC gentle Juan flourished, though at times 
He felt like other plants called sensitive. 

Which shrink from touch, as monarchs do from rhymes. 
Save such as Southey can afford to give. 

Perhaps he longed in bitter frosts for climes 
In which the Neva’s ice would cease to live 
Before May-day: perhaps, despite his duty, 

In royalty’s vast arms he sighed for beauty: 

XXXVIII 

Perhaps - but, sans perhaps, we need not seek 
For causes young or old: the canker-worm 
Will feed upon the fairest, freshest cheek, 

As well as further drain the withered form: 

Care, like a housekeeper, brings every week 
His bills in, emd however we may storm. 

They must be paid: though six days smoothly run. 

The seventh will bring blue devils or a dun. 

XXXIX 

I don’t know hov/ it was, but he grew sick : 

The empress was alarmed, and her physician 
(The same who physicked Peter) found tlie tick 
Of his fierce pulse betoken a condition 
Which augured of the dead, howxwer quick 
Itself, and showed a feverish disposition; 

At which the wliole court was extremely troubled, 

The sovereign sh(x:ked, and all his medicines doubled. 
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X L 

Low were the whispers, mitnifold the rumours; 

Some said he had been poisoned by Lotemkin ; 
Others talked learnedly of certain tumours, 
Exhaustion, or disorders of the same kin ; 

Some said 'twas a concoction of the humours. 

Which with the blood too readily w^ill claim kin; 
Others again were ready to maiiitain, 

‘ '"I'was only tlie fatigue of last campaign.' . . . 

X L 1 1 1 

Jua^i demii2'j'C‘d at this first notice to 

Quit; and thougli death had threatened an ejection, 
His youth and constitution bore him tlirougli, 

And sen*^ th doctors in a new diiection. 
but still liis state was delicate: tlie hue 

Of health but flickered with a faint reflection 
Along his wasted cheek, and seemed to gravel 
I'he faculty - who said that he must trav'el. 

X L I V 

The climate was too cold, they said, for him, 
Meridian-born, to bloom in. This opinion 
Made the chaste Catherine looli a little grim, 

Who did not like at first to lose her iiiinion. 

Hut when she saw his dazzling eye wax dun. 

And drooping like an eagle's with dipt pinion, 

She then resolved to send him on a missi<m, 

Hut in a style becoming his condition. 


X L V 

'rhere was just then a kind of a discussion, 
A sort of treaty or negotiation 
Between the British cabinet and Russian, 
Maintained w ith all the due pre^'arication 
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With which great states such tilings are apt to push on , 
Something about tlie Baltic's navigation, 

Hides, train-oil, tallow, and the rights of I hetis. 

Which Britons deem their ‘uti possidctio 

\i\ \ 

So Cathciine, who had a handsome wa} 

Of fitting out hei favourites, contened 
I his secret charge on Juan, to display 
^t once her lo} il sjdcndour, and lew ird 
His services He kissed hands the next d 13 , 

Received instructions how to play his e ud 
W as laden with all kinds of gifts and honoui s 
Which showed what gieit disceinintnt w is tiu donoi s 

Juan off Joi I ni^l and ttaiellin^ thfouL^h Poland Gei- 
jnany, and Holland 


I \ I V 

Here he embai ked, and with a flow ing s ul 
Went bounding for the island of the tree, 
towards which the impatient wind blew half a g ilt 
High dashed the spiay, the bows dipped in the sc i 
And sea-sick passengers turned somewhat j)alc 
But Juan, seasoned, as he well might be , 

By former voyages, stood to watch the skiffs 
W hich passed, or catch the first glimpse of the ehtts 

I \ V 

At length they ic^se, like a white wall along 
The blue sea's border, and Don Juan fc It 
W hat even young sti angers feel a little strong 
At the fii St sight of Albion s elialk} belt - 
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A kind €h^t he should be among 

Those haughty shopkeepers, who sternly dealt 
Their goods and edicts out from pole to pole. 

And made the very billows pay them toll. 

I XVI 

I've no great cause to love that spot of earth. 

Which holds what nns^ht have been the noblest nation 
But though I owe it little but my birth, 

I feel a mixed regret and veneration 
For its decaying fame and former worth 

Seven years (the usual term of ti ansportation ) 

Of absence lay one's old resentments level. 

When a man's country's going to the de\ il 

I XVII 

Alas * could she but fully, truly, know 

How her great name is now throughout abhorred; 
How eager all the earth is lor tlie blow 

Which shall lay bare her bosom to tlie sword; 

How all the nations deem her their worst foe. 

That worse than worst of foes, the once adored 
False friend, who held out freedom to mankind, 

Amd now would chain them, to the very mind , - 

LXVIII 

Would she be proud, or boast herself the free. 

Who IS but first of slaves The nations are 
In prison, - but the gaoler, what is he ^ 

No less a victim to tlie bolt and bar 
Is the poor privilege to turn tlie key 
Upon the captive, freedom ? He's as far 
From the enjoyment of the earth and air 
Who watches o'er the chain, as they who wear 
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LXIX 

Don Juan now saw Albion's earliest beauties. 

Thy cliffs, dear Dover ! liarbour, and hotel , 

Thy custom-house, witli all its delicate duties ; 

Thy waiters running mucks at eveiy bell; 

Thy packets, all whose passengers are booties 
To tliose who upon land or water dwell ; 

And last, not least, to strangers unin^ tructed, 

Thy long, long bills, wlience notliing is deducted 

LXX 

Juan, though careless, young, and magnifique. 

And rich in rubles, diamonds, cash, and credit. 

Who did not limit much his liills per week, 

Yet stared at this a little, though he paid it, - 
(His Maggior Duomo, a smart, subtle (Jreek, 

Before him summoned the awful scroll and read it ) 

But doubtless as the air, though seldom sunny. 

Is free, the respiration’s w^ortli tlic money 

LXXI 

On witli the horses f Off to Canterbury ' 

Tramp, tramp o’er pebble, and splash, splash thiough 
puddle ; 

Hurrah! how swiftly speeds the post so merry* 

Not like slow Germany, wherein they muddle 
Along the road, as if they went to buiy 

Their fare; and also pause besides, to fuddle, 

W^ith 'schnapps' - sad dogs* wlioin TIundsfot’, or Ver- 
flucter'. 

Affect no more than lightning a conductor. 

LXXII 

Now there is nothing gives a man such spirits, 

Leavening his blood as cayenne doth a curry, 

As going at full speed - no matter where its 
Direction be, so 'tis but in a hurry, 
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And merely for the sake of its own merits; 

For the less cause there is for all this flurry. 

The greater is the pleasure in arriving 
At the great end of travel — which is driving. 

I> X XIII 

"they saw at Canterlniry the cathedral; 

Black Edward’s lx*lin, and Becket’s bloody stone. 
Were pointed out as usual by the bcdral. 

In the same quaint, uninterested tone: — 

There \s glory again for you, gentle reader! All 
Ends lr» a rusty casque and dubious bone. 
Half-solved into these sodas or magnesias. 

Whit'll form tliat bitter draught, tlu‘ liurnan species. 

L X X I V 

The effect on Juan was of course sublime: 

He breathed a thousand Cressys, as he saw 
That casejue, which never stooped except to time. 

Ev en tlie bold Churchman’s tomb excited awe. 
Who dictl in the then great attempt to climb 
C^'er kings, who now at least must talk of law 
Before they butclier. Littk' Leila gazed. 

And asked hy such a structure IkuJ been raised: 

LX XV 

And being told it was '(xod’s Iiouse’, she said 
He w^as well lodged, but only wondered how 
He suffered infidels in his homestead, 

The cruel Nazarenes, who had laid low 
His holy temples in the lands which bred 
The true believers; - and her infant brow 
Was bent with grief that Mahomet should resign 
A mosque so noble, flung like pearls to swine. 
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LXXVI 

On ! on ! through meadows, managed like a garden, 

A paradise of hops and high production ; 

For after years of travel by a bard in 

Countries of greater heat, but lesser suction, 

A green field is a sight which makes him pardon 
The absence of that more sublime construction ; 

Which mixes up vines, olives, precipices. 

Glaciers, volcanoes, oranges, and ices. 

LXX VII 

And when I think upon a pot of beer - 

But I won't weep! - and so drive on, postilions! 

As tile smart boys spurred fast in their career, 

Juan admired these highways of free millions; 

A country in all senses the most dear 

To foreigner or native, save some silly ones. 

Who 'kick against the pricks' just at this juncture. 

And for their pains get only a fresh puncture. 

LXX vin 

What a delightful thing's a turnpike road ! 

So smooth, so level, such a mode of shaving 
The earth, as scarce the eagle in the broad 

Air can accomplish, with his wide wings waving. 

Had such been cut in Phaeton's time, the god 
Had told his son to satisfy his craving 
With tlie York mail; - but onward as we roll, 

‘ Surgit amari aliquid ' - the toll I 

LXXIX 

Alas! how deeply painful is all payment! 

Take lives, take wives, take aught except men's purses 
As Machiavel shows those in purple raiment. 

Such is the shortest way to general curses. 
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They hate a murderer much less than a claimant 
On that sweet ore which every body nurses. — 

Kill a man's family, and he may brook it. 

But keep your hands out of his breeches' pocket: 

J.X XX 

So said die Florentine: ye monarchs, hearken 
To your instructor. Juan now was borne. 

Just as die day began to wane and darken. 

O'er- the high hill, which looks with pride or scorn 
T-^’ .N ird the great city. — Ye who have a spark in 
Your vcMis of Coclvney spirit, smile or mourn 
According as you take things well or ill ; - 
Bold Britons, we arc now on Shooter's Hill * 

L X X X I 

The sun went down, the smoke rose up, as from 
A half-unquenched volc;uio, o'er a space 
Which well beseemed the ‘Devil’s drawing-room’. 
As some have qualified that wondrous place; 

But Juan felt, though not approaching home. 

As one wlio, though he were not of the race. 
Revered die soil, of those true sons the mother. 
Who butchered half the earth, and bullied t’odier. 

L X X X 1 1 

A mighty mass of brick, and smoke, and shipping. 
Dirty and dusky, but as \Nide as eye 
Could reach, widi here and there a sail just skipping 
In sight, then lost amidst the forestry 
Of masts; a wilderness of steeples peeping 
On tiptoe through their sea-coal canopy ; 

A huge, dun cupola, like a foolscap crown 

On a fool's head — and there is I^ndon Town ! . . . 
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Ffom Canto XI 

XLVII 

But Juan was a bachelor - of arts. 

And parts, and hearts: he danced and sung, and had 
An air as sentimental as Mozart's 
Softest of melodics ; and could be sad 
Or cheerful, without an3^ 'Haws or starts’, 

Just at the proper tune; and though a lad. 

Had seen the world - which is a curious sight. 

And very much unlike wliat people write. 

X I. V 1 1 I 

Fair virgins blushed upon him; wedded dames 
Bloomed also in less transitory hues; 

For both commodities dwell by the Tliames, 

The painting and the painted; youth, ceruse. 
Against his heart preferred their usual claims. 

Such as no gentleman can cjuite rc‘fusc: 

Daughters admired his dress, :uid pious mothers 
Incjuircd liis income, and if he Jiad brothers. 

XLIX 

The milliners wlm furnish ‘clrapc^ry JVIisses’ 
Throughout the season, upon speculation 
Of payment ere the lioney-moon's last kisses 
Have waned into a crescent’s coruscation, 

’'I'hought such an opportunity as this is, 

Of a rich foreignei ’s initiation. 

Not to be overlooked - and gave such ( redit, 

That future bridegrooms swore, and sighed, and paid 

L 

The Blues, that tender tribe, wlio sigh o'er sonnets. 
And with the pages of the last Review 
Line the interior of their heads or bonnets, 

Advanced in all their azure's highest hue: 
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They talked bad French or Spanish, and upon its 
Late authors asked him for a hint or two; 

And which was softest, Russian or Castilian? 

And whetlicr in liis travels he saw Ilion? 

L I 

Juan, who was a little supei lic ial, 

And not in literature a j^reat l^rawcansir, 

Examined by this learned and espi'cial 

jury-cjf matrons, scarce Knew what to answer: 

H’ d’'*-ies warlike, loving' or ollic ial, 

His steady application as a dancer. 

Had kept him from the brink of Ilippocrene, 

Which now he found was blue instead of green. 

LI I 

However, lie replied at hazard, with 

A modest confidence and calm assuraiK'e, 

Which lent his learned lucidorations pith. 

And passed for ai guments of good endurance. 

'I'hat prcjdigy, JMiss Araminta Smith 

(Who at sixteen translated ‘Hercules Fiircns' 

Into as furious English), with her best look, 

Set down liis savings in her coninion-placc hook. 

1111 

Juan knew several languages - as well 

He might - :uid brought them up witli skill, in time 
To save his fame with each accomplished belle. 

Who still regretted that 1 k‘ did not rhyme. 

There wanted but this requisite to swell 
His qualiticwS (with them) into sublime: 
l^dy Fitz-Frisky, and Miss Mae\ia Mannish, 

Both longed extremely to be sung in Sjxmish. 
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LI V 

However, he did pretty well, and was 
Admitted as an aspirant to all 
The coteries, and, as in Banquo's glass, 

At great assemblies or in parties small, 

He saw ten thousand living authors pass, 

That being about their average numeral; 

Also the eighty 'greatest living poets', 

As every paltry magazine can show it's . 

LXIV 

My Juan, whom I left in deadly peiil 
Amongst live poets and blue ladies, past 
With some small profit through that field so sterile. 

Being tired in time, and neither least nor last. 
Left it before he had been treated very ill ; 

And henceforth found himself more gaily classed 
Amongst the higher s])irits of the day, 

The sun's true son, no vapour, but a ray. 


LXV 

His morns he passed in business - which dissected. 

Was like all business, a laborious nothing 
That leads to lassitude, the most infected 

And Centaur Nessus garb of mortal clothing. 

And on our sofas makes us lie dejected. 

And talk in tender horrors of our loathing 
All kinds of toil, save for our country's good - 
Which grows no better, though 'tis time it should 

LXVI 

His afternoons he passed in visits, luncheons. 

Lounging, and boxing; and the twilight hour 
In riding round those vegetable puncheons 

Called ' Parks ', where there is neither fruit nor flowei 
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Enough to gratify a bee's slight munchings ; 

But after all it is the only 'bower', 

(In Moore's phrase) where the fashionable fair 
Can form a slight acquaintance with fresh air. 

L X V 1 1 

Then dress, then dinner, then a waives the world 1 

Then glare the lanfj:)s, then whirl the wheels, then roar 
Through street and square fast flashing chariots hurled 
Like harnessed meteors ; tlicn along the door 
Ch^^k ’r>^\mics painting; tlien festoons are twirled; 

Then roil *^]ie brazen thunders of the door, 

Which opens to the thousand happy few 
An earthly paradise of 'Or Molu'. 

LX VIII 

Tliere stands tlie noble hostess, nor shall sink 

With the three-thousandth curtsy; tliere the waltz, 

The only dance which teaches girls to think. 

Makes one in love even with its very faults. 

Saloon, room, hall, o'ertlow beyond their brink, 

And long the latest of arrivals halts, 

'Midst royal dukes and dames condemned to climb, 

And gain an inch of staircase at a time. 

Lyix 

Thrice happy he who, after a survey 
Of the good company, can win a comer, 

A door that's in or boudoir out of the way, 

Wliere he may fix himself like small 'Jack Horner', 
And let the Babel round run as it may. 

And look on as a mourner, or a scomer. 

Or an approver, or a mere spectator. 

Yawning a little as the night grows later. 
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LXX 

But this won't do, save by and by; and he 
Who, like Don Juan, takes an active share, 

Must steer witli care through all that glittering sea 
Of gems and plumes and pearls and silks, to where 
He deems it is his proj^er place to be ; 

Dissolving in the waltz to some soft air. 

Or proudlier prancing with meirunal skill, 

Where Science marshals forth her own quadrille. 

I.XXI 

Or, if lie dance not, but hath higher views 
Upon an heiress or his neighbour's bride, 

Ixit him take care that that which he pursues 
Is not at once too palpably descried. 

Full many an eager gentleman olt rues 

His haste: impatience is a blundering guide 
Amongst a people famous for reflection, 

Who like to play the fool with circumspection. 

LXXl I 

But, if you can contrive, get next at supper ; 

Or if, forestalled, get opposite and ogle: - 
Oh, ye ambrosial moments! always upper 
In mind, a sort of sentimental bogle. 

Which sits for ever upon memory's crupper, 

The ghost of vanished pleasures once in vogue! Ill 
Can tender souls relate the rise and fall 
Of hopes imd fears which shake a single ball 

LXX XVI 

But 'carpe diem', Juan, ‘carpe, carpe!' 

Tomorrow sees another race as gay 
And transient, and devoured by the same harpy. 
'Life’s a poor player,' - then ‘play out the play, 
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Ye villains ! ' and above all keep a sharp eye 
Much less on what you do than what you say: 

By hypocritical, be cautious, be 

Not what you seem, but always what you see. 

LXXX V 1 I 

But how sliall I relate in other cantos 
Of what befell our.^iero in the land. 

Which 'tis the common cry and lie to vaunt as 
A rnoval ^untry? But I hold my hand - 
Fo^' I *i idain to write an Atalantis; 

But 'tis as AX‘11 at once to understand, 

Y ou are not a moral people, and you know it. 
Without the aid of too sincere a poet. 

I X X X \ III 

What Juan saw and underwent sliall be 

My topic, with of course the due restriction 
Wliuh is reciuired by propi^r courtesy ; 

And re<'olle('t the work is only liition, 

Aiul that I sing of neither mine nor me, 

rhough every scribe, in some slight turn of diction. 
Will hint allusions never meant. Ne'er doubt 
This - when 1 speak, I don't hint, but speak out. 

I. X XXIX 

W'hether he married with the third or fourth 

Offspring of some sage husband-hunting countess, 
Or wdiethcr wdth some virgin of more worth 
(I mean in Fortune's matrimonial bounties) 

He took to regularly peopling Earth, 

Of which your law ful, awful wedlock fount \s, - 
Or whether he was taken in for damages, 

For being too excursive in his homages, - 
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XC 

Is yet within the unread events of time 

Thus far, go forth, thou lay, which I will back 
Agamst the same given quantity of rhyme, 

For being as much the subject of attack 
As ever yet was any work sublime. 

By those who love to say that white is black 
So much the better* - I may stind alone. 

But would not change my free thoughts for a throne 

The concluding cantos of the poem are devoted to Juan*s 
association with Lady Adeline Amundeville 
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